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from the editor
Thank you for supporting Parnassus 1995\ On behalf of the
staff, please allow me to explain that this has been a year of
exciting growth for Parnassus. We received several hundred
entries which allowed us to again expand the size and the
variety of works included in this issue. We have also worked to
improve the binding quality and publishing techniques to make
Parnassus a long-lasting addition to the collection of reminders
we will all take from Taylor and look back on in years to come.
Please enjoy this copy of Parnassus 1995 with our thanks.
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Poetry

Dan Baltzer

halleluia grace
as a thought captures my mind
my stomach sick and twisted
i see the iniquity of others
focuses me on mine
in an instant all is known
then sin again all is lost
how can i go on?
i hate what i have done
and what i continue to do
i hate what i've become

glances become stares
glances become stares that melt you.
the presence of her is a constant pressure on your body
it quickens your pulse
to look at her
is appreciating every event
in her life that has brought her to this point
her parents
her friends
her interaction with
every influence that has molded her
into the faction she becomes
yet you can't cross the gulf of fear that lies between
so you sit and admire from afar

2

Dan Baltzer

fingerpaint me a cup of
conversation
i
finger paint me with the anger that you build
misconstrue my image get your pietous thrill
finger paint me in the colors that you choose
gossip fills the ears of the friends i lose
II
if there ever was a time or place
to view my life face to face
to be able to see all you could see
you wouldn't be so quick to finger paint me
wasn't given a chance, just the time of day
is it enough to smile and walk away?
served up a cup of casual conversation
trying all i can for my restoration

3

Jennifer Bartels

Don't Surrender
Come to the valley of emptiness.
Enter the caves of remorse.
Feel the passion pierce and melt,
Like an icy dagger through your heart.
Burning lips void of meaning,
Spilling out barren gratitude.
Eyes so innocent, temporary refuge.
Dark waters caress the starless horizon.
Sunrise, sunset, all the same.
Follow the isolation trail 'til you
Reach the steamy abyss.
Betrayal is the loyal companion
Lurking behind the shadows.
A dangerous appetite appeased
By the cool, babbling brook.
To drink, devour, to lap up the waters
Is to sacrifice righteousness.
To surrender to the ephemeral fountain
Is to forget the purity vow.
Trapped in the tainted forest,
There is no turning back.
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Barbie Blackford

Season Ticket
Spring is a warm-up
Up and down the scale, from crocus tips to daffodil
blooms
People in their seats notice the single tones'
progression
and finish conversations
Summer brings full harmony
Chords of bass blue lake, tenor green grass,
alto pink peonies, and soprano sunlight
Listeners are caught up, enthralled by each successive
tone
Autumn is cacophony
Trombones blaring red against trumpets' yellow
squeal
Excitement intoxicates hearers
Feet won't be still
Winter is a fermata rest
Snow has no color yet contains them all
Audience holds its breath, remembering echoes of
jazz
Straining to be first to hear the tuning pitch
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Dawn Burns

His Mistress, the Poem
The Poem is his mistress She asks for nothing
but his soul His body he may give
to wife His heart even
But never his soul
He searches for the Poem in light She abides
only in shadows His mistress is ruled
not by will but by stumblings
of the spirit
She is enticing, mysterious, enchanting Her
soft fleshy figure whispers
solace (he is lost
in her embrace)
She is also a cruel mistress with strict and ancient
face Her eyes sear through pleasant externals
At her command he licks his sores for
the jesters of the world
Still, he brags of his mistress without shame Speaks
of her sound, figure, rhythm (She seems never to
embarrass, save for when he was young
and impotent)
She leaves him sometimes when his desire is strongest
and his soul aches for release But she
has not really left His mistress
is only teasing

6

Angela Cox

Bound
We were a well-read bookno unfamiliar words
no surprise endings
falling open to favorite places
tear-stained
dog-eared
weather beaten,
still bound
until the naive hands
of separation
tore us apart.
We rebind the book,
but read it again
and find it changed.

Grief
Tears supposedly fall like rain.
I've found them to be more like
the slow, calculated
drops of Chinese water torture
without the pressure to break
through this wall,
without the substance to fill
this gap within me,
without the moisture to douse
this raging inferno
which is my heart.
No blissful drowning—
only dry insanity.
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Angela Cox

Watermark
I have become
the page,
bearing the
weightlessness
of an unseen mark,
showing no sign
of the pain endured
for beauty's sake,
but only waiting
patiently
to be made
transparent
by light or death.

Randy Veldman

Jason
Photography

9

Matt Lutz

Excess
Woodcut
First Place Art

Randy Dillinger

Haridwar
Third Place Poetry

up on a bridge over these holy waters
up on a bridge at the dwelling of god
she runs to me calls to me
hides in my shadow
begging for rupees and tugging my sleeve
the greedy, the god-men,
they bind her in slavery
preying on pocketbooks of pity
and lusting for her purity
at night she bathes in the waters
of contagious disease
and sometimes . . .
she dreams
of a life beyond this death.

Defining My Friends
i have found
freshly picked apples
far more appealing than
browning bananas
in a forgotten kitchen pantry
well, i don't like the way
she annoys me
but she'll have to do for now.
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Randy Dillinger

What I'm Looking For
she speaks
with eyes of innocence
and tells of beauty
as if it were more
than the dreams of former
prophets and sages
she melts me
with eyes of fire
consuming languid destinies
as ideas better left
unsaid
she holds me
with eyes of love
and walks me through
the daily chasm that
some call life
she dreams
with eyes of hope
and laughing, she dances
before the whirlwind
whipping dust around her heels.
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Jon Dimos

Dreams
dementia
dimensions
dimentions:
dreams
wake up
sort of
and thoughts twist

in
the back of your

mind
but only
sort of
because you're only
sort of
awake
and you
sort of
remember bizarre shades and tunnels
and people you know appeared
as people you didn't
know
and made you think, feel, act, look
strange as you tried to get away
but couldn't
sort of
but
Now you are awake
and it all fades away
in a hot, hot shower
and escapes quietly
with the steam under the door
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Jon Dimos

The Long-Awaited Sequel to Job
One day the angels came to present
themselves to the Lord
and Satan also came with them
The Lord spoke to Satan:
"Have you considered my
servant Jon
his heart is after mine
and he seeks the path of righteousness
though that path has
cost him much
Satan replied,
"Of course he doeswhen you strip away
what a man has
you do not reduce him to
nothing
for You and I both know
that cannot happen
rather you reduce him
to what is left—
him and
You
"You made of mockery of me once
You dangled my ignorance
in front of me
I was your puppet
I gave you a man's soul
in a way you could not
otherwise get it
"But that ignorance
is behind me now
I no longer wish to
crumble houses and snatch
the wealth out of your servants
fingers
14

I wish to coddle
him and care for him
let there be several versions
of the Bible in his house
with concordances and
inductive Bible dictionaries
and food
and drink
and friends and cars and money
and a better than average job
with a wife that he thinks he
loves
and a cozy church where
not much stirs and everyone
has their own place to sit
"And then watch
as this hedge grows
and the passive faith grows
and stands tall with
its chest pushed out and
the active faith wilts beneath it
and spreads out uselessly across
the ground
like a spectacular ice sculpture
that sparkles in the sunlight
"Give your servant to me!
Because You made a mockery of me once
Because You have nothing to lose if you are
right
Give your servant to me
so I can protect him from harm
and watch over him
like a baby
in a crib"
And the Lord answered
"Very well, everything he has
is in your hands"
Then Satan went out from
the presence of the Lord
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Jon Dimos

Sinthesis
I have to
I'm smiling
I have to
I'm smiling
laugh
because
if I don't
I'm crumbling
all the emotions and I finally
will rise up and feel like
conquer me

I belong
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Thorn Mazak

Untitled
Colored Pencil

17

Jason Fortner

Metamorfosis
Me has hecho humano
Miro
al interior de este bloque de hielo
vacio
de calor, de luz, de pasion ardiente
Miro (con temor)
las sombras eternas que poseen
este lugarcito hasta los rincones
Miro
la expresion de
angustia
que revela el espejo
de mi alma
TE VEO
Miro (con terror profundo)
las gotas del liquido
azuloso
cayendo del hielo disolviendo
y la reflection de
las chispas en el agua
Miro (con suspiros)
mientras las sombritas se huyen
ante las llamas
Finalmente veo las paredes
de la caja
Miro
la expresion de
felicidad y gozo
que revela el espejo amoroso
de tu alma abrazandome
Te veo otra vez
tienes mi corazon goteando
con vida y sangre (por primera vez)
en tus manos suaves.
Miro con antipacion
al future
contigo
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Jason Fortner

Metamorphosis
You have made me human
I gaze
into the interior of this block of ice
void
of color, of light, of burning passion
I gaze (with fear)
at the eternal shadows that possess
this little place to the corners
I look
at the expression of
anguish
that the mirror of my soul
reveals
I SEE YOU
I watch (with profound terror)
the drops of bluish
liquid
falling from the dissolving ice
and the reflection of
the sparks in the water
I watch (with sighs)
while the little shadows flee
before the flames
I finally see the walls of
the box
I look
at the expression of
happiness and joy
that the amorous mirror of
your soul reveals embracing me
I see you again
you have my heart dripping
with life and blood (for the first time)
in your smooth hands
I look (with anticipation)
to the future
with you

19

Anne Goldsmith

Little Girl
If you knew my baby
You'd cry over the pink flush
in her cheeks.
Mourning that you couldn't
be her mommy
You'd bargain for a chance to hold her.
Her giggles would wake you
in the night
And remind you of the joy of life.
She would clap her hands
every moment of your day
Drawing the attention
You already longed to give her.
If you loved my baby
You would understand
The hell I knew
Six months before her birth
When I offered her
on the altar of my fear.
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Jena Habegger

October Drive
Second Place Poetry
yesterday
we four (in church dresses) flung ourselves like suitcases
into the blue Volvo
which we named Blue Angel
and rode
shouting with the music out the windows
and lots of hair blowing
to the hills where we went upfast and downfaster
and turning a gravel corner
we found yellow daisies
and a barbed-wire fence which one of us smashed down
in stockings and all
to pick the violent purple sumac;
and from down to up we saw yellow, purple,
sun-burnt grass,
a hill (up) to trees and then the sky
which was October blue.
Then one of us went back for a camera
(because we looked cool like the girls in magazine ads)
and we took pictures of ourselves
picking flowers,
waltzing.
Then we climbed on top of the pale Blue Angel
(which seemed to look so cool against the burnt world)
and we could have been in California or Miami;
and we danced up there,
inhaling youth
and keeping it tight in our lungs
long enough to be certain
that we'd live forever
just like this.
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Jena Habegger

For the ivy in the blue glass jar
which, as of this morning, is in a
state of disrepair
I put my bare feet in the morning shadows.
The plants in the window have made patterns here
where now I am stretching my toes apart
to step on the shapes of leaves and pots in the carpet.
My Good Housekeeping Guide to Household Plants
tells me to be prepared:
the ornamental plants will sleep soon.
Six months of growth. Six months of rest.
I should be prepared for this.
But for now
the jade just keeps growing
and the aloe plant will want water next week.
Everything requires a certain amount of
maintenance.
I don't know what to do with the ivy.
Three bare skeleton arms pop out of the dirt
and worry me with their ugliness.
But everything requires a certain amount of maintenance
and with time appearances will be kept up again.
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Sara Habegger

Shoes
maybe I think
I'm crazy sometimes
I'm supposed to be studying calculus
like every good little high school boy
but all I can think is
why people tap their feet
and why shoes squeak
and how you can tell a lot by someone's shoes
I really hate tapping feet and bouncing legs
(and maybe people too)
why can't everyone just be still
and think

The Proof of Dorian Gray
Hey, Mr. Wilde, sir
I happen to believe you
said:
"The only way to cure the soul is with the senses"
(and all that reverse jazz)
well
smashing, jumping, thrashing
wailing beat
flailing arms
in a pit
and then
I'm giddy, carefree
cured.

23

Sara Habegger

2/3
'"Raise High the Roof Beam Carpenters' ... is that a book
about carpentry
or a story about carpenters?"
-asked the shyly greasy landscape man with a big saw
"a story about carpenters."
-she answered lazily yet with a guilty sigh
and
gazed from man to saw to dead bird
(they say two-thirds of the population will never think
abstractly)

24

Tara Bibbee

Night Music
Oil Paint on Canvas

25

Dr. Eric Hediri

Gilead
Twas long ago, one fearful night
That babes of woe did cry their plight.
Yet in the wind a smile emerged,
To all who listened right.
Gently now, console my mind,
Thou balm of ancient days.
And bid the fearful dark subside
Like one who dies away.
Moreover, Lord, inflame my heart,
Melt the sorrow there,
And fill it with a joyous song
So I your smile might wear.

26

Dr. Rick Hill

Ash Wednesday
Stumbling among linens and ornaments,
fumbling at the stopper for this rubber jug,
the unpaid lodger prays aloud, mumbling
no faith but please, please, please ...
until four a.m. rolls back all asthetics
and the one thing certain is not death
but an eternity where the first question is
Did you try your best? And the next
question is Did you try your
VERY best? And the next question
is Your VERY VERY best?
And the next question is
ashes in my mouth. No more.
Someone had to die for me.
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James Hofman

The Salvation of Memory
Our father's father's father's petrified
Bones; memories, too. Self-refutation whines,
"Ignore your throbbing parts" (they've always lied)
Smother Homeric epics in your minds.
Dry eyes wide open to the half-closed truth,
Denounce the pleasure-eating soul — deny!
Trek miles over mountains to the Sooth
sayer old, who cursed with life, cries, "Crucify!"
Thought I, "are you blind as your mouth?"
what's more, your lips are funny-shaped, aren't they?
So strange like rosy sunsets in the south
Tell stories (or what stories mean to say)
Like air that turns warm, sour milk to curds
I found a strange salvation in your words.
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James Hofman

The Night We Never Met
I found old pictures
In that morning's dark hour
Whole sagging sheaves of them — glossy,
Dry, silvery-smooth in the corner of the attic.
(this is heaven to no one else but me)
Cold, I crept back to sleep,
Attended by fear and footfalls
Into a corner of my mind, where I curled up
Like the pictures' edges — both you and I
Stained lightly with the faded ink of Time.
In my dream, I was immediately taken aback
By a raging silence which drowned out my heartbeat
And made me feel as still and constant as an attic beam —
Both of us holding up a ceiling Of stars and dreams,
In the negative-space where dreams develop.
Only there can I dwell in the shadow of what you once were
(and that is why I felt so cold) until, for a few moments,
You warmed me with the short flash of your life,
Though we never met. Still, we looked hard at each other
Through a thin layer of dust and monochromatic stillness.
You, frozen in Time and the surprised subject of the lens
Me, a willing shutter through which you shone briefly.
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Fred Johnson

Walking Stick Orchestra
My walking-stick orchestra
Met a whistling bird;
At a tree-sheltered easel
We composed new possibilities,
Creating
Music of springtime brighteyes,
A blue, white crescendo We laughlingered;
Time breathed us in,
Held us together,
and exhaled
a Diminuendo:
I knew you gone.
My walking-stick music pauses
To feel distant wings
Over a spring forest;
I breathe, smirk, smile, and move on,
Laughing. ..
Certain brighteyed rhythms
Sometimes shuffletrip
Through my walking-stick orchestra,
Lightening my steps.
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Fred Johnson

Metaphor for Frustration
.slide
water
a
up
running
cat
persistent
ordinarily
extra
strong
ordinarily
extra
an is Love
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Fred Johnson

The Betrayal Question
(This is not about a car.)
Though I was far from there
still my eyes dilate fear at
it In a single breath and
a faraway eye, now and then
under drizzle sky, comes
a half-second of questions from
my memory
of a driveway that never
should have been entered . . .
Did you cry, love,
when you wrecked my car?
or were You just mad at me
for minding the damage
for rambling on about the cost
did you cry, love,
when you...
or were You just mad at me
for plaguing You
for confusing You

32

did you ciy, love,
when you...
when You risked
in a reckless second
your face (peacequiet shock)
your eyelids (glass over fire)
your lips (passing goodwill and
passion) to someotherguy
(Was the impact disturbing?)
did you cry, love,
because I did.

33

Michael Brady

Untitled
Photography

Devon Jonklaas

At 12 Noon on the 5th of Spring
At 12 noon, on the 5th of Spring
While wander-walking a pavement
Beside the brick belltower
Through lawns of sunny grassThe intersection of wind and Sol
Cajoled forgotten memories
back
back
back
To trekking sun-drenched
Cobblestone roads
Passed hamlet quintessence
And terraced pastures
Down
the dusty,
winding
mountainsides
Of boarding school Himalaya.

35

Devon Jonklaas

I Can Hear Your Eyes
I can hear eyes
And yours
Whisper to me with
The quiet roar
Of grey- green flamesAnd then a smile
And your teeth and I
Tell jokes
Of lighter things
Till
In momentary
Silence
I shiver again
At the sound
Of flames

36

Kari Jordan

Thoughts on Kissing
At night when darkness claims the sky
when passion steals upon the soul
when stars are bright and moon is high,
a kiss creates a picture whole.
The sim awakes and lust subsides
the loving looks do stutter — halt
as day reveals what darkness hides
the guilty glances ask, "Who's fault?"
A daytime kiss is an honest kiss
not given under spells of night
it's given purely not amiss
in full awareness, in the light.
A kiss is wholly chaste at noon
unfooled by subtle glow of moon.
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Jason Loftis

Break-up Over Lukewarm Cocoa
Driving into town
In the eerie light of dusk
My heart is sadly setting
With the sun ball in the sky
As I contemplate what I must do
The engine purrs in pace
With the heavy thoughts
That race...in my mind
Pull in and park
Putting the rolling beast to bed
Avoiding any eye contact
As I swing around the car
To assist as you unfold yourself
From the passenger side
Noticing as though for the first time
Your trim delicate fingers and soft padded palm
Taking slow deep breaths trying to be calm
My skin senses the pressure
Of your silent stare
As I purchase the lukewarm cocoa
I know you'll never touch
Just an object anchored between us
Sending lazy smoke signals
Past our running noses and tearing eyes
Trying to decipher through the clamor of the diner
The where, the what, the how, and the why
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J. Louise

My Psalm 13
I find myself here,
alone,
proud, and
stubborn.
I so desperately want to see a miracle
that I practically
shove you out of way
so I can do it myself
(just so nothing goes wrong).
So there You are,
waiting patiently behind me
until I learn that
everything must come from You,
that You will come from everything,
even if I were not here.
It is a privilege, a joy
to be Yours,
how often I forget.
Let nothing be in me
but
You.
And so I step back,
tearfully smiling as I watch You
go before me.
I will follow
to wherever You lead,
desert or ocean,
home or foreign,
light or dark.
I leave my pride here.
You are too large
too faithful
too loving
too generous
too forgiving
too gracious
for this small,
stubborn girl
to comprehend.
I find You here,
arms open,
loving me still.
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Gretel Magnuson

Composite Mass
One voice
qui tallis peccata mundi
who takest away the sins of the world
From many
misere nobis
have mercy upon us
Following their guide
Laudamus te. Benedicimus te.
We praise thee. We bless thee.
Kneel before him
suscipe deprecationem nostram
receive our prayer
Et in Spiritum Sanctum,
and I believe in the Holy Spirit.
Lift your voices to the heavens!
Out of silence

sound

At the amen peace.
Agnus Dei
Lamb of God
Sanctus
Holy.
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Susan Miller

Stumbling
my contradiction
divine image and mortal flesh
designed for heaven, given to earth
seeing His glory, yet knowing desire
rulesarestretchedandboundariesaremeaninglessassensestakecontrol
the angel inside is struggling

Windows to the Soul
Her eyes of warm sky blue
Filling with tears that tumble down dirt-streaked cheeks
Her feeble hands that cling to a cracked cup
Reaching out in vain
Overlooked by the urgency of Fifth Avenue
And the false serenity of Central Park
His eyes of cold steel gray
Looking toward the office after a thirty-minute
Wall Street Journal lunch
He splashes mud on the cracked cup
Never looking at her hands that reach
Or her deep blue eyes that plead
My eyes of shifting hazel
Observe this common New York exchange
Wanting to be compassionate but conforming to coldness
Focusing somewhere in the middle
Yet lifting my eyes from their lukewarm gaze
I awaken to find that when He looks down—
He is watching our eyes

41

Randy Veldman

My Dog Tyky
Photography
Second Place Art

42

Todd Piggott

Death is no Boogey
Intelligence and thought aside
death is no boogey-man
to be afraid of. Seeing her in resigned
satisfying terms
I declare her light and lithe
chambermaid of eternity.
Or if moodiness,
of a rare sort,
is allowed me: I declare death
a platter of broiled beef,
sprinkled and splattered
with empty angst
and peppery prozac.
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Todd Piggott

The Poet Carries Silver Thread
The poet seeks beauty in himself,
in words, in lines, and in the world.
The poet seeks the ambrosial experience,
the pure moment of truth, the caress of life.
The overcoat of the world billows before him, the coat is torn
and shattered, blasted from life; but the poet
stretches silver thread from a mystical pocket
and stitches ideas and hopes and the vagaries
of beauty into the coat's wasted fabric.
Ah! the poet runs from nothing, no dirty street, no dull human
is spurned or rejected; he runs from nothing,
instead he hurries forward.
He investigates and probes the world's feet, its hands, its hair;
he pokes and prods at the world's red, beating heart.
Swiftly, the poet speeds through the world,
he traverses oceans, he digs in slums, he meanders
in Jewish ghettos, he tours the dirty rich streets
of Bellview and New York, he calls on lusty ladies
in burnt-out bars.
The poet tastes the world's lips and gropes for buried beauty.
The poet seeks beauty everywhere and carries silver thread
in a hidden pocket; he worships beauty, life and love:
he searches his whole life for purity.
The poet visits New York on a mission of truth,
and dies strangely, looking out to sea.
The next day, the newspapers ask for his name, or if anyone,
anywhere knew why he was sitting for so long,
staring at the statue, and could anyone account
for his strange actions, afterwards, just before
he died?
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Daniel Plate

Asylum
First Place Poetry
The reason
they love it
so much is that
every time
a tree barks or the
roof cries
they can say
"It has never been like this before,"
and lie down
on the floor smiling.
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Daniel Plate

Twice
With hammers and sticks
I try to pin
the universe
to a mirror
and slip in between,
breath clouding
even space,
a shadow watching
everything twice.

Prophet
I saw a man
throw his arms
around a tree
hold it there
breathless
without roots
above the ground
and its mad worms
spinning like vines
tearing the world
to pieces.
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Michelle Ramsdale

One Life
We once played in a field of clover,
where the trees around us clutched the sun
and stretched their branches
to the farthest reaches of the earth,
eclipsing the sun's view.
Having lost sight of the sun,
we trotted to and fro among the tombstones.
You laughed and said,
"We can play here."
I agreed and hid behind a marker.
The trees smiled as a crowd came,
carrying a small box.
Women wept,
and the clovers
continued to grow.
The crowd lingered,
and then left us to our play.
You paused, and handed me
a small verdant clover as you whispered,
"She knew no pain."
I tore it
and left the field,
never again to return.
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Michelle Ramsdale

Within
Drawn with a stylus in the sand:
a stark city and a plumed hat.
And the waves destroy
the pity of this night.
Iimbibe the ink
to consume the flame, subdue the pain.
Such a shameStarving amidst abundance.
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Matt Lutz

Glutton
Woodcut
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Becky Redmond

Thoughts on Ruth Orkin's Portrait

American Girl in Italy, 1951
Woman in the midst of men;
men, they think they compliment —
they know not the bitter taste of hatred
that compels the fairest countenance
to frown upon a call of lust
to frown upon a whistling ovation.
Men young and old, amateur and veterans,
fail to compliment the finesse of a woman;
the delicacy of her affections
the refinement of her intuitions
Though achieve in minimalizing her worth.
clutching modesty close to her bosom,
Consumed with disgust of their degrading attention,
She assumes her ladylike composure, pulling her head high
As dignity like her shawl slips from her shoulder,
Exposing her frailty to twisted intentions.
Ignoring those who will never understand
The true beauty of a woman,
She strides forward.
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Becky Redmond

Deceived
My hair froze this morning.
It was the coldest day this year.
I thought of you,
because I know you don't like coldness.
Funny, you were awfully cold to me.
Your eyes were frozen, fixed in one direction.
Not once could you see what I saw.
Your ears were slushed
with the snow of self-interest.
I couldn't possibly say anything
worth hearing!
Your heart was frostbitten and numb.
Not even my tears could revive it to feel.
Perhaps I was mistaken.
I thought I liked the cold, the snow.
I think differently now —
Now that I no longer feel the coldness.

51

Curtis Strohl

Upon Sitting in my Room
I ate an orange today,
sent to me directly from Florida,
close to where you once lived.
Since January 27th you've been living with us,
in Indiana.
Now, I see you as often as I can.
The peel came off with ease,
and it revealed the wet fruit.
I took my time eating it.
Because I wanted to taste every piece of the pulp,
wanted to understand what life meant to you.
Could it be warmth or freedom, or just a place to call home?
A place that the grandchildren could visit?
Did you like baseball?
You watched it with grandpa,
didn't you?
He died when I was in third grade.
(And 13 years later,
I can't say I feel much older.)
I remember Pennsylvania, the turnpike, dinner on the porch,
.. . and Grandpa's fiineral.
We all sat in a private room,
There were cousins, aunts, and uncles.
And somebody brought us out to the sanctuary just before the
service.
I was sitting almost behind you, Grandma.
I saw your lips quivering
as we all sang "Holy, holy, holy,
Lord God Almighty."
I wanted to understand
what life was.
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Curtis Strohl

Study of the Moon
or the movement of light within a closed environment
On the moon,
with the naked eye
you can see craters.
I know they are craters
because I can see their shadows.
(And scientists named one of them "The Sea of Tranquillity.")
When Neil Armstrong
first landed on the moon, in 1969,
and sent home all those pictures;
the whole world felt a little closer to God.
And now, almost 30 years later, I do.
Last night was clear,
and it will be the last full moon for a long time.
I watched it rise.
Not quite dark outside, dusk.
The moon was orange.
Big enough that it looked like it was sitting in the
backyard.
I'll wait another month
and again hope that its fullness
will somehow reflect on me.
Throughout the night, through my vigil,
the orange turned to white,
until the moon's light closed out the stars,
with its reflection of the sun.
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Curtis Strohl

Natural Waters
The crescent bit of the moon
is starting to set just beyond the tree line
leaving the sky and stars, water and islands.
I'm tranquilized and tired.
Habitual, absent thoughts carry me.
The water is cool and calm.
We'll take off our clothes,
and the shocking fuzz and goosebumps
will appear as we hide our bodies
by the darkness of water and sky.
Step by step the water will
recede over our skin,
until everything private will be
hidden and secured by thick water.
And soon the redemptive waters will pour over our heads
in the atonement of this mortal coil.
While the smoothness of our flesh will be
surrounded and polished,
like a river stone,
made wet with innocence and relief.
As the moon sets
beyond Indian Island,
we become natives;
immersed in the vastness of this holy water.
We might brush into each other,
or perhaps touch hands (on purpose.)
We'll step onto the rough sandpaper sand,
and each, lay wrapped towels
on top of blankets
in front of the glowing embers
of a dying fire.
Side by side,
without a word
we'll wait for the next rising.
The rising that will cover the stars,
and send secrets back to their source.
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Vonda Swinborne

Division
Strange equations
I work
as they walk
two by two.
Formulating how
it is that
we too
were two,
then one,
now one
and one.

Vonda Swinborne

I Don't Fish for Poems
But what I love
the most is
when the day
spits flames and
heat is wet and
I am drenched
in inspiration.
Peeling off the
rags that cover,
flesh is all
the difference
and skin is all
that stands between
a passion and
a poem. I
dive smooth into
cool sometimes or
belly-flop to
savored sting
and feel them
all around me
swim, surround me
in their wriggling,
and I am one
and slippery, and
slide down into
Heaven.

I don't fish
for poems. The
hooks and fancy
lures are fine
for catching and
for poking holes,
but I could never
find the joy
in snagging freedom
on a line.
Besides, they always
die between the
capture and the plate.
If I ever ate a poem,
I'd want it raw
to feel it tickle
in my stomach.
I like to watch
them jumping though
at sunrise when
my mind is
calm, they shoot
like angels through
a mirror, reflections
disappearing, leaving
ripples in the glass.

Shooting, diving
rippling, I watch
and smile and laugh
and dream. I do
lots of living,
but I never
fish for poems.

At night I
creep up quietly
and stretch beside
my dreams and
fondle stars and
slip my naked toes
beyond the edge
beneath the surface,
giggling as they
nibble and my ankles
get all cold and
thick and tingly.
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Andrea Ulrich

Mare Nostrom
I stand on the edge
Of the pebbly shore.
The ocean trickles over my toes,
And then slides back.
As I glance across the immensity,
The seeming infinity of the water,
I wonder
Are the tears that you wipe from my eyes, God,
Placed in an ocean of collective tears
More vast than the Atlantic and Pacific combined?
Do my salty teardrops mingle with the tears of
Jews crying in Dachau showers,
Israelites mourning beneath Pharaoh's hand,
Slaves sobbing under white man's whip,
Indians faltering on the Trail of Tears?
Do the tears that you brush
From everyone who falls at the bottom of your cross,
In recognition of your all-knowing, all-giving love,
Melt into that same ocean of salt-water?
If this is so, Lord, Creator of the breath-taking sea,
How much more beautiful would this ocean of human tears be?
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Fiction

Kelly J. Booster

Surrender
Third Place Fiction

. . and with your heads bowed . . . and your eyes
closed..
The speaker's voice faded into the back of my mind.
As I sat there among the other 2,000 students,
something grabbed at my inner being like a child tugging on
the skirts of his mother. My eyes were still closed, but the
image that unfolded before me was one that could not be seen
by my naked eyes. . . .
White clouds flooded my mind's eye and set the
auditorium at a slow, wavering spin. I felt light and free, as if
my feet were barely touching the floor. Parting through the
middle of the clouds, I saw a figure emerge, and I felt my face
being beckoned and compelled to look at it.
The image before me was amazingly beautiful. A
man's face was at the center of the circle of haze. He was
ethereal and he glowed like the sun on the hottest day of the
year. The smile he wore was unlike any other that I'd ever seen,
and the loving feeling that radiated from his face filled me with
complete ease.
His hand was stretched out toward me. There was
something that was completely unique about the way he held
that strong, worn hand that it made me realize that this man
was not a stranger to me, nor I to him. It was a familiar feeling,
yet one that I had never experienced before.
What was it that he wanted? Was I holding something
of his? I looked into his eyes, barely able to see them for their
brilliance but still capable of recognizing his expression. I
could tell that his love was sincere and his concern was
genuine, but still I could not understand why he would choose
to gaze upon me of all people.
Then I looked down at myself and I saw that my hands
were clenched tightly near my chest. Slowly, I opened my
hands to peer at whatever it was that I deemed so important to
cling to. As I unfolded my fingers, one by one, I saw in my
hands a gray, muddled mess — my fears and anxieties, my
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shattered hopes, my questions, my life — nothing that even
came close in comparison with the beauty of my pursuer.
After a moment, he spoke to me. His gentle voice
touched a part of me that I didn't even know existed.
'Give it up. Hand it to me. You know that I'll take
care of it for you,' he said to me.
Yes, somehow I did know that he would take care of it
for me, whatever it was. I could not let go. My hands clenched
tighter and he asked for it again.
'Please, hand it to me and I will not let you down.'
My fingers could not move though I wished with all
my heart that they could.
'There is nothing I can't do if only you will allow me.
... Will you?"
With my fists
still tightly closed around the
meaningless mess, I extended my arms toward him. Hope
bloomed in his eyes. Again he smiled at me. Why did this ugly
thing I held in my hands mean so much to me when I could
behold the unrivaled beauty of the face before me? Why was it
so hard to let go?
'Jesus, I —'
He stretched his hands a little farther and on his face I
could see the pain he felt for my confusion. My fists neared his
open, scarred palm and —
The speaker's voice brought me back to consciousness.
"Amen. Thank you. You are dismissed."
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Cassie Boyd

And He Entered In
It used to be a beautiful house. Very attractive to the
eye and very inviting for company to come and visit. There was
a small child who lived inside the house. She was young and
had not yet experienced life, but she was bright, energetic, and
excited to learn what the world would someday have to teach
her. Company often came into her house to visit; often even
uninvited. They enjoyed the beauty and newness of the home,
it was not worn or drab as many houses tend to get after so
many years of being lived in. The little girl had the door open
at all times to invite any guest who took interest in her home.
She was so excited for company to come and visit. She was
proud of her home and it pleased her to see others enjoy coming
into her home. Oh, what a happy time it was for the little girl.
Unfortunately, she did not realize that it was this happiness and
excitement that would eventually betray her. She did not yet
understand that opened doors to a beautiful home do not just
invite honest company, but invites those who are unwelcome
guests as well. Nobody told her that such easy accessibility into
a home would draw the robbers and thieves who would
recognize the ease at which they could manipulate the little girl
in order to steal from the beautiful home.
They started by just coming to look. They did not steal
at first; no, that would be too obvious. They would befriend
her, showering her with compliments on the beauty of her
home. Then they would leave, always with promises to return
for their next visit soon. Oh, how she enjoyed their visits; they
seemed so innocent, and she loved the attention her home
brought as well as the happiness it seemed to bring to others.
The more she could share her home with them, the happier she
was. The visits by the thieves became more frequent and soon
the day came when they made their first move to steal. It
started with just the small, barely noticeable objects. Objects so
small that the girl did not even really notice. She did recognize
that perhaps something small was missing, but she could not
quite figure out what, so she ignored these warnings. Besides,
the company was more valuable to her than a few tiny objects.
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Visit after visit they would come, each time taking just
a little more. And visit after visit, the little girl ignored the
warnings; until that horrible day which would make its mark
on the little girl for many years after. The little girl had just
said good-bye to her company when she turned around to be
startled by what she saw. The house was empty. They had
taken everything they thought possible to take. No longer did
the little girl see that beautiful house that once invited all those
guests and made her so proud. It was empty.
Shame fell upon the little girl as she realized what had
happened. If only she had not ignored those warnings; then
maybe, just maybe she would have at least something left. The
shame increased when the girl realized that nobody wants to
visit an empty house. So, for the first time ever, the little girl
turned around and shut the door.
She sat by herself to think. Nobody must know how
foolish she had been, but if they came in to see an empty home,
they surely would know. She did not have the provisions to
redo the entire home; and it would be obvious to others if she
simply locked the door all of the sudden for no reason. But then
she had a plan. She would do the front porch up nicely so that
people would still visit, but make it nice enough that people
would be content to sit out there; without needing to come
inside.
Her plan worked for a while. People came to visit and
enjoyed the front porch. But the more often they came to visit,
the more they wanted to see the inside of the house. The door
was always shut and locked, so you can imagine the curiosity
the people must have had; typically a beautiful front porch
means a beautiful home inside. The girl could not let her guests
see her house! She hated to do it, but she knew what she had
to do. She had to enter the house and stay. She would no
longer even keep up the caring for the front porch. If the house
on the outside grew unattractive, it would not be so noticed by
others, and nobody would come who wanted to see the inside.
Day after day, the little girl watched as the outside of
the house began to look worse and worse. And day after day,
the visitors one by one stopped coming for a visit. The little girl
was very lonely. She did wish she could see her guests again,
but she was too ashamed to allow them in for fear of what they
would think when they saw what had happened to the inside.
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Then one day, the girl heard a knock at her door. Who
would be knocking at her door now? Perhaps it was just
someone who knew how foolishly trusting the girl had been and
wanted to come in to see, just to make sure, that there was not
anything left to take. But when she opened the door, it was a
man who claimed he only wanted to visit her. He said he would
not come in uninvited, he wanted to visit her whether her house
was lavish with all the new furnishings or not. The girl was so
stunned that she did not know what to think. Letting this man
in would mean that he would see the disgust of her house;
maybe then he would leave, only to prove to the little girl that
her concerns had been appropriate. But then again, he did
knock on the door of an uninviting, worn-down house anyway.
She wanted company so badly! But she was so afraid. She told
him she wanted his company, but she could not take the chance
of letting him in. Surprisingly to the girl, he understood. He
came day after day, each time promising he would never come
in uninvited. He only wanted to visit to see her, not her house.
Then one day the girl decided to do it. She would let this man
inside her house and prove to him that there was nothing worth
visiting. When he knocked at the door, the girl was ready. She
opened the door and bravely stated, "Please, come i n . . . . "
He entered the house and smiled with excitement. He
began to talk, not of the disgust of the house, but of the
potential of the house to be even more grand than it already
was. Than it already was? This house was not grand, it had
been robbed and left empty. But he did not see this. He moved
through the house brushing away all the cobwebs which had
collected and studied the potential that the house had. The
chandelier did not have to hang dark, it could brighten the
whole room with spectacular light! The bookshelves were
beautiful, even without books. They had been built with the
most beautiful cherry wood around and only needed some
dusting to show off their beauty. Funny, the little girl had never
noticed her house in this way before. The man turned excitedly
to the little girl and begged her to allow him to refurnish the
house. He promised that if she allowed him to reconstruct the
house, adding to the beauty that he already saw, she would
again have visitors and be proud of the house as she once was.
The little girl loved the idea, but what about the thieves? She
did not want a beautiful home that would only be robbed all
over again. He looked at her with an understanding twinkle in
his eye and a smile on his face. He put his arms around her in
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a gentle hug and quietly said, "Cassie, trust me. When I redo a
house, things that are stolen are only replaced with something
better. Never has a house of mine been completely robbed of
something that I did not have something far better to replace it.
A house of mine, if you allow me to build, will never fall; it
only gets stronger and more lavish. All you have to do is allow
me to be the mender of this house. I cannot promise that there
will never be a thief, but I can promise that never again will this
house be empty."
Cassie looked at the man and replied, "Christ, I trust
you to do as you say. With you here, I do not even fear the
thieves. I trust you because when my house looked sad and
uninviting, you knocked at the door. You did not want in to
steal, but to build. You gave where others took. Dear Jesus, if
you can always hold me as you are now, I will let you do your
work; and I will remain in your arms, in this house with the
doors open, forever."
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Dawn Burns

A Trashy Romance
Raymond narrowed his gaze on the garbage lady.
How he loved to watch her. She was one of those women who
had forced her way into a man's world, holding onto the back
of the garbage truck and hollering, "OK boys! You can back
her up a few more feet." And then she'd spit on the ground and
hold on as the truck rumbled backwards.
She came on Tuesdays. Tuesday was Raymond's day
off from work, the only day he could sleep in if he wanted as
everybody in Smithville did on their day off. But not Raymond.
At 5:55 he would clamber out of bed, shower, and spiff himself
up so that, by 6:30, he could be outside to greet the garbage
lady. Only he never said anything to her. For months full of
Tuesdays he'd stand on his front porch and watch her rub out
her cigarette, then hoist his mountain of garbage over her
shoulder and into the stinking belly of the truck.
For a while Raymond had made it a habit to walk the
street before dawn, picking up garbage from other houses and
piling it up by his curb. Only it got too tiresome and the
neighborhood dogs took a disliking to him.
Sometimes Raymond would loosen a bag just enough
to make it spill open, revealing an enormous red construction
paper heart. But she'd always miss the hint and would say, "Ol'
Ray's at it again. He must be one hell of a Casanova." And
then she'd curse up a storm as she crammed his trash back into
the bag. (These were the days when Raymond would stand
inside and watch from his large bay window.)
Today was different from all the other Tuesdays.
Raymond awoke at 5:05, showered, shaved, dressed, and
doused himself with Iron Man. Today was his birthday, and he
was determined to share it with the garbage lady.
It seemed to Raymond as if his life had been leading
up to this moment. As a child, Raymond lived out in the
country where families burn their trash. He remembered cold
winter evenings when his mother would bundle him up and
send him out to the burn barrel with the day's trash and three
wooden matches. Young Raymond would shelter the match
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with one hand while striking it against the rusted barrel. It
would blaze to life and Raymond would touch it to a crumpled
piece of paper and watch the fire spread over cereal boxes,
newspapers, and an occasional old shoe.
It wasn't until Raymond moved to Smithville ten years
ago that he experienced curbside collection. He first noticed
Doris (that was her name) five years ago, in a rush to get the
garbage out one Tuesday morning. He dashed out in his baggy
flannel pajamas just as the garbage truck pulled up alongside
the curb. Doris, with cigarette dangling, said, "you've got to get
up earlier than that to catch me. Too bad they don't burn trash
in town, ain't it?" Then she winked, spit, and jumped onto the
truck. Raymond was left at the end of his drive, still holding
the trash.
He didn't know what it was about Doris that attracted
him. They had nothing in common. At 36 years of age,
Raymond's strength was receding along with his hair. Doris's
hair never stopped growing and she looked stronger every
Tuesday. Raymond held a management position at the toy
factory where, for six out of ten years, he had screwed heads
onto rabbits, squirrels, and other small woodland creatures;
Doris had held the same position in the sanitation service for
the last 12 years. Still, her comment about burning trash had
piqued his interest and Raymond had taken it as a benevolent
sign. She attracted him intensely. He had often dreamt of
having her as his friend, his lover, even his wife.
Though they had never truly met, Raymond felt he
knew her intimately. He was familiar with the black t-shirt she
wore—faded with sweat under the arms and across her swollen
chest which heaved majestically when she slung his trash over
her left shoulder. He knew her throaty laugh and whiskeyscarred voice. He knew the lumbering way she walked,
shoulders stooped, feet plodding pavement. And he knew her
name—Doris—from the countless times the driver had yelled
it.
At the sound of the garbage truck shuddering down
Smithville streets, Raymond made his way to the front door.
Stopping at the hallway mirror, he combed back his hair and
showed his teeth, reflecting a gray piece of meat from the night
before. He had no toothpick or floss so he picked up a sheet of
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paper lying on a nearby shelf and slid it between his teeth,
quick and deep. Too deep. Red outlined gleaming white.
The garbage truck hastened to another stop. Raymond
licked his teeth, smiled into the mirror, opened the front door,
and stepped outside.
Doris was three doors down. He could hear the rustle
of garbage bags and her incessant cursing. Impulsively, he
picked two roses from the bushes his mother had planted "to
attract the young ladies" and examined them for perfection as
the world tinted pink.
The garbage truck caresses the curb. Doris, wearing a
white T-shirt, descends from the back of the truck. She
hesitates at the trash bags, then walks towards Raymond,
bearing a day-old chocolate donut with two flaming candles.
Raymond hands her the roses and she holds them against her
ruddy cheek.
"Oh Raymond," she begins, tears welling up, "there
ain't no glamour in being a garbage woman. I, I've longed to
love you, Raymond. Maybe you think I don't notice, but I do —
the red hearts, the mountains of garbage, the loving glances. I
know it's not much but I'd like to share this with you," she says,
holding out the donut. "And the candles, well, I know you're
older than two but I wanted the candles to kind of be us and the
love we have for each other. I felt it the first time you smiled
when I said something about burning instead of collecting trash
and said you'd have to get up earlier to catch me. And you
have. You have caught my heart."
"Doris," Raymond says, wrapping his arms around
her, "if you only knew the nights I've laid awake thinking of
you. I've had the love you needed all along. Your strength,
your manner attracts me. I love you and would give anything
to spend the rest of my life by your side. Will you marry me?"
"Stay the hell in the house for once!" the driver yelled
as the truck grated against the curb. Raymond's mind jerked
into reality, jarring his body, blowing out his candles.
He stilled his nervous hand and held the roses behind
his back. Doris jumped to the ground, rubbed out her cigarette
on the dull yellow truck, scorched by the embers of a thousand
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cigarettes. She looked at the nine garbage bags at the end of the
drive, seven bulging with red construction paper, and muttered
something about wastefulness. Raymond sucked in his breath,
smiled, and walked confidently towards her.
"Today is my 36th birthday, Doris," he said. "Would
you be so kind as to share it with me?" Doris returned a
puzzled stare.
Raymond pulled the roses out from behind his back
and held them out to her. He sensed she was staring at his
mouth and remembered the cut. He licked his teeth and tasted
blood. Embarrassed, he wiped his mouth across his shirt
sleeve.
"I'm sorry," he stuttered. "It's, it's a paper cut. I was,
I was so nervous about today and there was this piece of meat
and no toothpick. I didn't want to miss seeing . . . well, you
understand."
She didn't. He could see that she didn't.
"So you want to, you want to, to spend your birthday
with me," Doris said, mimicking his stutter. "And you want
me to, to take the roses?" She grinned mischievously.
Raymond's heart beat furiously inside his chest. Doris
took the roses from Raymond's trembling hand.
"Well, birthday boy, I'm really not supposed to leave
the job. It ain't professional for me to. Besides, they're
waiting." She cocked her head to the driver and his partner,
rolling with laughter in the cab. "But I appreciate the flowers
and you do smell awful good today. Like an iron man," she
whispered close to his ear.
She slid her rough hand across his cheek and her
weathered lips met his for a moment, bruised his with their
harshness. Raymond stretched out his arms to embrace her, to
hold her long enough to make her understand. She resisted and
dropped the roses to the pavement. She threw his garbage into
the truck and was soon gone, rattling through Smithville.
Raymond stood stunned at the edge of his drive, the
limp roses at his feet. He could still taste the blood in his mouth
and the scent of Iron Man made him dizzy. Doris would arrive
as usual next Tuesday but maybe, just maybe, he should try
sleeping in.
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Jesse Carleton

Self-Storage
"Self-Storage" read the wooden sign above a long,
well-kept building lined with garage doors. In a small gas
station adjoining the building, Lyle Hilton shifted uneasily in
his chair. He wished there was some way to get out of this
conversation.
"Lyle, we need another good lawyer. We're dealing
with some tough cases right now and we need someone with
experience."
Lyle stared at the man sitting across from him. Eric
Fullen was perhaps the only one in this town who really knew
him. They had studied law together and had even been
roommates in school. They had both been successful. Eric
now worked for the Russell Institute, an association of lawyers
that assisted churches and other not-for-profit organizations in
difficult legal matters. Lyle had started his own practice and
had even defended a case before the Supreme court. That case,
well, that case had been the most humiliating experience of his
life.
"Look, I started this business to get away," said Lyle.
"Law just isn't my thing anymore. You know .. ." He cringed
as he thought back to that case — those polished lawyers
picking him to bits, the polite but amused looks as "Lyle the
Lawyer" defended his case.
"Lyle, I understand you've had some bad experiences,
but you're good and the Institute needs you. We . . ."
A brown station wagon had just pulled up in front of
the garage. Lyle jumped up. "Excuse me, I have a customer."
An old lady in a slightly faded, flowered dress got out
of the wagon. "Good morning, Ms. Hillaway," Lyle called.
Five years ago when Lyle had first opened his business, Ms.
Hillaway had been his first customer. She had been here ever
since, using his storage units as she would her attic. Lyle was
happy for the business and was fascinated with the things she
brought to store away. In fact, he felt privileged to be one of the
few who got to see all of her treasures.
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"Oh hello, Kyle," she said (she could never remember
his name), "could you help me carry this?" She opened the
back of her car and revealed a small, quaint looking table.
"Isn't it charming?" she asked, nodding her head vigorously
and running her hand along the top. "It's pure mahogany with
inlaid marble on top. I found it at an auction." She unlocked
the garage door and slid it open.
Although he had seen the inside of this place many
times, Lyle peered in with fascination. Antique tables, glass
vases, boxes of records which must be collector's items by now,
chairs that would bring a high price at any market — Ms.
Hillaway obviously had quite a bit of money tied up here. Lyle
figured there was enough furniture to furnish a couple of small
apartments. His favorite item was a full length, very ornately
decorated mirror. It had been one of the first things Ms.
Hillaway had bought, and now only the top corner was peeping
out behind two big dressers.
"You know, Ms. Hillaway," he commented, "you
ought to buy a bigger house so you can enjoy all of this stuff."
"Oh no," she said, seeming frightened. "I only keep
the bare necessities at home. It's too dangerous. Someone may
steal it all. I feel better with it here."
Lyle was about to respond, but she broke in again,
"Don't you just love that big mirror?" She looked back at it and
caught a glimpse of herself. "Goodness," she exclaimed,
somewhat absentmindedly, "the wind has ruffled my hair
something awful."
She turned suddenly, as if remembering something.
"You'll never guess, Kyle, where I got that table. You know old
Mr. McHoward? He auctioned off his whole estate today.
Somebody told me he had moved to a ratty little apartment on
23rd Street. I guess he just couldn't keep up with it all. I think
he was having financial difficulties. He had so many nice
things though."
A couple of days later, Lyle was sitting in his chair at
home, reading the evening paper, when an article caught his
attention. Late last night, the McHoward estate had caught fire
and burned to the ground. The fire, said the article, was
probably the result of arson. Mr. McHoward had been a
successful businessman, but his success had often been earned
at the expense of others. The police already had several
suspects.
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"Oh Well," sighed Lyle to himself, "it happens to the
best of us." Those words seemed to hang in the air as he
happened to glance up at a mirror hanging on his wall. It was
the same one that had hung in his law office, and was just about
the only reminder left of his former business.
He looked back at Mr. McHoward standing by the
remains of his house. He stared at the picture for a long time,
but slowly his thoughts drifted to a diploma stuffed at the
bottom of a trunk in his attic.
The next day, Ms. Hillaway was back. Lyle helped her
put a couple of old vases on a table. She chuckled, "I'd put
flowers in them, but there's just no sunlight to let them grow."
She smiled as she looked at the old mirror and said
something to herself about how nice it was. The fancy wood
carving around the trim was enough to catch anyone's
attention. Lyle was a little amused at Ms. Hillaway's hair. The
wind had really scattered it this time and he figured she would
have a fit when she saw it. She didn't seem to notice though;
she just stood there looking at all of her treasures.
The mirror seemed to prompt something in Lyle's
memory and he turned. "Ms. Hillaway, did you know that I
used to be a lawyer?"
"Kyle," she said, not seeming to hear, "did you know
that the wood trim on that mirror matches the dresser over
there?" Lyle nodded slowly, but was thinking instead about
Mr. McHoward standing by the remains of his estate. He
looked at the wooden "Self-Storage" sign and suddenly decided
that he should give Eric Fullen a call.
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Angela Cox

Somebody Else's Child
First Place Fiction

I stood alone in front of the small, gold casket. My
eyes took in the creamy interior, the satiny pillow, the ornately
carved handles on the side, the flowers that seemed to be
everywhere. In short, I noticed everything except the tiny
folded hands, the colorless lips, and the closed eyes of my first
born child. My mind simply refused to accept and process these
images. I walked outside and climbed into the hearse which
would take us to the graveside. I didn't watch as the now-sealed
casket slid in behind me.
When the service was over and the well-wishers were
gone taking their meaningless words with them, I again stood
alone in front of Lizzy's casket. I felt nothing, as if my
emotions had been sucked irretrievably into a vacuum or as if
they had been sealed in that horrible box with my child.
Occasionally, a stray emotion would escape long enough to
make its presence known, but the vacuum was stronger than
was my desire to feel at that moment.
My emotions were excruciating, but brief. Even now,
my anger rekindled as I paused at the graveside to remember
the Scene: walking on the sidewalk a few feet behind her,
watching in horror while a car careened into our pathway,
smelling the alcohol in the inadequate apology.
"Why? Why couldn't it have been me instead? Why
did Lizzy have to die . . . so senseless . . . Oh, God, tell me
why!" I screamed inside. My hysteria was growing when
suddenly my vacuum took over. Not a word passed my lips as I
remained calmly at Lizzy's graveside feeling the warm June
wind on my face and wishing I never had to let her be lowered
into the cold, dark ground.
I remembered how she loved the wind, the trees, the
birds, everything that spring. Having just turned four on Easter
Sunday, she was beginning to notice things like that more and
more. She had wanted to know all about Jesus this Easter, too.
I guess she knows more about Him now than any of us, I mused
silently. I should be happy about that! If only I could erase the
memory of her shattered body, her cheeks still flushed, her
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memory of her shattered body, her cheeks still flushed, her
right hand still grasping her little pink elephant. I shuddered
and found myself in the welcome embrace of my husband Zack.
At last, something familiar in the midst of all this strangeness.
He alone could know my pain. He was the other half of this
child that I mourned for. If possible, I think Zack was feeling
Elizabeth's death even more keenly than I was. He had been
very busy lately trying to make ends meet for his little family.
He had been working hard for our comfort and though we had
seen less of him, we knew it was only because he loved us
deeply. Now, he was earnestly trying to comfort me when I
knew his own heart was pierced. That was love. I was grateful.
Suddenly, without warning, Zack took my hand and
placed our joined hands on top of the casket. The surface was
cool beneath my hand, and I shivered remembering my
daughter's cool skin the last time I touched her.
The minute Zack began to pray I tried to pull away,
but he had a strong hold on me and I was forced to stay put.
I hardly listened to his prayer being so absorbed in my own
grief. Later, I was able to recall bits and pieces of it: "You have
Lizzy now. . . . Help us, God. You know what it's like to lose a
child. ..."
I didn't want to hear about God right then. I already
knew about God's will and his divine plans and "all things
working together for good ..." Those answers just didn't fit my
questions anymore. I knew about Jesus dying. I knew He did it
for me and Lizzy and the whole world, but was that supposed
to ease my pain? I pressed my lips together in case anything
tried to escape, took one last look at the coffin encasing my
child, and turned away. There were tears streaming down
Zack's cheeks and I envied him. We walked slowly back to the
car together.
That moment was the start of a change in me. Not
everyone noticed because the change was gradual. Only those
closest to me recognized any difference. In fact, many people
at church commented on how well I was handling Lizzy's
death.
One Sunday, six months after Lizzy's death, our pastor
preached his usual Christmas sermon. As usual, I heard very
little of what Pastor Steve said. I knew he would be talking
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about God sending his Son to be a baby, to live here on earth
for a while, to die for our sins. I knew he would beautifully
combine the Christmas story with the Easter story. I shifted in
my seat and tried to focus on his words.
"God gave up His only child, His first-born son to be
born on this earth and to die a seemingly senseless death at the
hands of sinful man."
Hmmm, sounds familiar, I mused angrily, but I
recognized the truth. It was the same truth that Zack had
prayed on the day of Lizzy's funeral. God could empathize with
me. My heart's door creaked open just slightly, but it was still
held fast on the other side by bitterness.
Zack alone knew the truth about me. After all, he was
tl»e one who sat across from me at the breakfast table every
morning and watched me in my numb state. He was the one
who came home at night to half-hearted kisses. And he was the
one who crawled in bed beside me at night and made love to me
in a desperate attempt to rekindle any semblance of the passions
which he knew I had now pushed aside.
One night after another such incident, Zack hugged
me tightly and then pushed me from him and began to talk.
"Tricia, we can't keep going on this way. You have
stopped feeling entirely. You have become the kind of person
you used to hate. You may fool everyone else with your "I'm
fine" and fake smile, but not me. You may still be alive, but you
aren't living. Damn it, Trish! Feel something!"
I nodded my head miserably in agreement with
everything he said.
"I want to feel, Zack. I'm just not sure how to
anymore. I'll try harder. Things will be different. I promise."
I honestly wanted things to be different at least for
Zack's sake. He was so good to me and I wanted him to be
happy simply because I loved him. We made love again, and
that night I conceived.
When the twins came into my life, I just knew things
would be different. I loved them as much as I thought possible
and yet, something seemed amiss. I loved them, yes. But it was
a detached kind of love. A love that would hurt a lot less if they
were taken from me as Lizzy had been. The boys, Peter and
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Philip, in their uncanny, child intuition sensed this and made
allowances. I knew they loved me, too, but I was somewhat of
an enigma and our relationship was not what it could have
been.
I had enjoyed teaching Lizzy about Jesus, but I found
it difficult when it came to sharing Him with Philip and Peter.
I wasn't sure, but I believed my hard heart was affecting them.
Philip came to me one Sunday afternoon when he was
six. He had been learning about the resurrection in Sunday
School class, but he seemed confused.
"Mama, would you send me away and let people kill
me?"
"What?" I was shocked. "Where did you ever get
such an idea?"
"That's what God did with His son. And Peter told me
that we had a sister, but God killed her, too."
"Oh, Philip, no! That's not how it is at all. Jesus made
the choice to die for us so that we could be with Him forever.
God didn't kill Jesus. Jesus died because he loves us." I was
sounding like a Sunday School lesson myself, but how do you
convey theology to a six year old?
"Oh, I get it. Jesus died on purpose, right, Mama?"
"Well . . . yes. I guess that's a good way to put it,
Philip."
"But what about my sister? Did she die on purpose,
too?"
"I don't know, son... I mean, I guess so." I had never
thought about it that way. Did I believe that Lizzy's death had
a purpose or did I just say that because I was expected to?
I understood then that I had another reason to rid
myself of the vacuum that possessed my emotions — for my
children and for myself.
Shortly after this incident with Philip, we were forced
to move from the suburbs to the city for Zack's work. It was
soon after this move that Anna arrived. To say Zack was
pleased would be mild compared to his real emotions. I think
he felt another little girl might help in my healing process.
Things were better than they had been and he knew I was trying
my best so he didn't say much these days. Still, I'm sure he
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looked at the arrival of another child as a catalyst. I don't know
how he knew that, but he was right in the end.
Zack was holding her the first time I saw her. She
was, of course, beautiful. Visions of Lizzy came to mind at
first, but soon I just saw her, Anna. Oddly enough, though, in
the midst of all of the excitement, fear gripped my heart. Here
was another reason I had to regain my soul. Nevertheless, I
shrugged the disturbing thoughts aside thinking that the
excitement I felt over Anna's birth meant that I was feeling
things again and that I was okay.
One afternoon when Anna was three, however, I
finally decided that it could not be put off any longer. I had
been looking at a picture of Lizzy taken shortly before the
accident when Anna called for me. Lost in the past, I did not
respond right away, and Anna finally stumbled into my room
tear-streaked with one knee bleeding.
"Mama! I fell down!"
I was immediately brought back to the present. I
collected the necessary band-aids and salve and sat Anna on the
bed. As I was bandaging the scraped knee, she picked up the
picture I had hastily put down. In her typical inquisitive fashion
Anna asked, "Mama, who is this little girl?"
"That is your sister. Her name is Elizabeth."
"Oh," Anna was puzzled. "Where is she now?"
"She's in heaven with Jesus, Anna."
Still confused, Anna whispered, "Do you love her
more than me, Mama?"
I was horrified. This little one deserved as much love
as Lizzy had received in her short lifetime, and instead of
giving it I was wrapped up in memories. Was I capable of
giving the needed love now? I knew I was not. My heart
opened a little more and I decided something had to be done.
I stood beside a small grave noticing the plush,
velvety grass, the ornate tombstone, the daffodils growing
profusely. I noticed everything except the writing Zack had
ordered inscribed there so many years ago. Had it really been
ten years since we left Lizzy here? I recalled that day vividly,
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yet it seemed like an eternity had passed. I recalled Zack's tears
as we left. I remember how I envied him then, and still envy,
his ability to cry.
I knew I would never forget Lizzy, but more importantly, I
knew I had to do something for the other children now, too.
Their voices, full of questions and eagerness, brought me out of
my reverie as they clustered around me.
"Mom, you look sad. . .."
"Why did we come here?"
"Whose grave is this, Mama? What does it say?"
I smiled down at Anna.
"It's your sister's."
I looked at Philip and Peter. They were looking at me
expectantly. "Read it, Mom."
I took a deep breath and forced my mind to focus on
the words before me, and this time my mind processed and
accepted the information.
"Leave behind your mournful thoughts.
Dry the tears youVe cried.
I'm not here — I'm alive today
Because Somebody else's Child died."
Finally, I cried.
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Jon Dimos

"Mrs. Adams, I'm Sorry for Waking
You. Are You the Mother o f . . ."
The guys were all waiting outside for Billy. It was
dark outside and bright inside the White Hen Pantry, so Billy
could not see them through the windows, but he knew they were
out there watching. Billy had been sent in to steal some Oreo
cookies for Mark and a Mountain Dew for Joel. He glanced out
to see if he could somehow catch a glimpse of them, but no
luck, he was on trial now in front of a two-way mirror. Fear
caused Billy's forehead to wrinkle, he was sure he had to prove
himself to the guys, but really, he had much more to prove to
himself. Billy walked awkwardly by the magazine rack mostly
because he was thinking too much about not walking
awkwardly. He didn't dare look back to see if the cashier was
watching him. Billy got to the large refrigerator that kept the
Mountain Dew. He tried to push the sliding door open, but it
was stuck. The door rattled loudly as he pushed again. Still
nothing. Billy pushed his other hand against the handle and
then started to lean against the door with his weight. Nothing.
He looked a little closer and then smoothly slid the door open
the opposite way he had been pushing. He could feel all the
guys outside laughing at him.
Billy rolled his eyes at himself and reached in and
wrapped his hand around the neck of the plastic bottle. All of
his senses were numb and thinking just wasn't working right.
He slipped the Dew into the pocket of his baggy shorts and
unconsciously started walking towards the back corner of the
convenience store. After turning another right he walked the
length of the wall and then turned another right. Every
emotion was rising in him as he walked towards the cashier and
the exit. All the emotions converged and formed panic and
Billy slipped the Mountain Dew out of his pocket and dropped
it onto a stack of adult diapers without breaking stride. Five
more steps and he would be at the door.
"Hey son." came the cashier's voice off to the right. It
was a gruff old man's voice.
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Billy's stomach turned before his head could,
"Yes, sir?"
"You left the refrigerator door open. Now you gonna'
close it for me?"
"Yes sir." mumbled Billy's deflated voice. He was still
sick from the panic.
"You what?!" Joel was obviously irritated. Billy
stared right back at Joel, but his lips couldn't move. Billy was
still too scared to think straight. Joel, Mark, and Benjamin sat
against a bike rack in front of Billy.
"You little geek!
something to drink."

Go back in there and get me

"Easy, Joel," said Mark, "we can't send babyface back
in there, he'd be watched like a hawk. Hey, kid, why didn't you
just grab the stuff while you were in there?"
"Well it was in my hand and I just got —"
"It was in your hand?!" Joel stepped between Billy and
Mark and got right in Billy's face. "What happened in there?"
"I just got... I just got... I didn't want anything to,
umm, I just got really . . ." Billy looked up for some help from
his friends, but they were all looking somewhere else. He hated
being the youngest of all of them. They were all friends, but he
would always be the youngest.
Billy cracked a weak smile and looked at Joel, who
was still irate. "Well, tough guy, I guess next time you're going
to have to send a real man in there."
"All I know is, I want my Mountain Dew."
Mark elbowed Joel. "Next time, Joel, next time you're
going in and doing the dirty work."
"That's right," Benjamin finally spoke up, "Next time
you're up to the plate."
Everybody smiled at the same time. With the tension
smoothing out, they all began to walk home.
The next day was Friday. School was over and
Benjamin, Joel, and Billy were at Mark's house sitting in the
living room waiting for him to change from soccer practice.
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Mark finally walked into the room and smiled. "Hey,
are we all gonna' go out again tonight?"
Benjamin looked up from the recliner, "Yeah, but not
until eight. Bill and I have to be home for dinner."
"That's cool. I have to eat too." Mark walked into the
center of the room between Billy on the loveseat and Joel
stretched out on the sofa.
"Man, that was hilarious last night, wasn't it?" Mark
smiled and took a drink from his root beer bottle.
"Don't even start on last night. I feel stupid enough
already." Billy reached down and scratched his foot
uncomfortably.
"Don't get all huffy." Mark went over and sat next to
Billy on the loveseat. "The look on your face made the whole
thing worthwhile, as far as I'm concerned."
"Speak for yourself." Joel stepped into the
conversation. From where he was laying on the sofa, he
couldn't see Mark's mom walk through the door. "I sent the
little freak in to steal me a Mountain Dew and I'm still waiting
for it."
Mark's mom already had a sour look on her face when
she walked into the room. When she heard Joel's comment,
her face twisted up immediately in anger. She marched into the
middle of the room, staring at Joel the whole time. She had
been waiting for this opportunity.
"Is that how this works? Big, bad Joel sends little
Billy in to do his dirty work?" Billy's face turned in
embarrassment; Joel's momentarily flushed.
"Mom!" Mark was genuinely surprised by his mom's
outburst.
"No, no," Mark's mom shot a quick, sharp look at her
son, "I just want to say a few words to your little deviant
friend."
The anger was obvious; it made her eyes glow. She
turned straight to Joel. Every frustration she was having with
her son was being channeled straight to him. It was very unlike
her to be angry, but she had snapped, "So you sent in Billy.
Billy! The kid's two years younger than you, Joel. Does that
make you tough or something?"
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Joel was completely unprepared. He was trying to
make his face look stern, but his eyes were shifting nervously.
Mark's mom continued, "And how about that little incident last
month at school? Don't you think Mark didn't tell us what
really happened? Joel gets himself in a little trouble. Does Joel
take responsibility? No, Joel drags my son into it too so you
both can get in trouble. When are you going to clean up your
own messes, Joel? When are you going to take responsibility?
"You're going to end up a thirty-something, chain
smoking, unemployed loser. You know why? It's because you
quit. You quit on soccer, you quit on your grades. And you
always hope that somebody's going to come clean up your
mess. And do you think I would care? No way, but now you're
dragging my son down with you. You're a bad kid, Joel. I
don't know what happened to you, but now you're a bad kid."
She stopped for a moment and stared at Joel. She had
much more to say, but couldn't get it out. She spun and turned
towards her son, "Mark, you're coming for supper now, tell
your friends you can't go out until later."
She marched out of the room. Mark stormed behind
her. Billy, Benjamin, and Joel could hear Mark scream, "I hate
you!" and then the sound of breaking glass as they slinked out
the garage door.
That night found the four of them huddled up quietly
behind some very thick trees. They had hopped on their bikes
and ridden two miles to the airport to hang out. It was all
Mark's idea. He was still shaken from his mom's outburst.
Joel, on the other hand, seemed fine the instant he had slipped
out of Mark's house. Nevertheless, the air was very tense.
"I want to jump the fence and get in there," Mark
whispered.
Joel looked over at Mark. "On the runways? What are
talking about? Don't you think we'd get caught?"
"Only if you keep talking so loud," snapped Billy and
then automatically flinched. Joel didn't have to hit him; such
is the art of the bully.
"I don't see anyone walking around out there," Mark
was starting to get excited. "If we're careful no one will see us.
Let's go. I just want to walk around a little bit."
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"It should only be for a little bit, though," Benjamin's
face was very serious.
"You're right. Are we going?" Mark looked around at
everyone. The air was tight. Everyone looked straight at Mark.
Nobody nodded in approval, but it was because the matter was
already settled.
In a spot where the light was blocked by a tree, Mark
swung his letterman's jacket over the barbed wire on the fence.
They all climbed over, starting with Joel and ending with Mark.
It was all very slow, very tense. Benjamin was the most
nervous; it was obvious from the loud, jerky way that he
climbed. They became aware of the silence and of their own
fears, and suddenly, every noise they made was like a tornado
siren. It gave them away, exposed them there on the airport
grounds where there was nowhere to hide, no trees to duck
behind—just a little sliver of shadow left by the tree on the other
side of the fence. Everybody crouched down and strained to see
what was going on around them. All they could see was that
they were about ten yards from one of the runways. Nobody
smiled, nobody talked.
They were still huddled up in the shadow and still too
scared to move when the rumbling began. Billy's hand
instinctively reached back and grabbed the fence. Benjamin
stopped breathing because he thought it might be too loud.
The rumbling became louder and faintly shook the
ground. The airplane came into view. It was moving fast.
Billy's grip tightened on the fence and cut off the circulation in
his fingers; Joel's mouth was open. The rumbling began to
reverberate off their stomachs and cheeks, and the noise — the
airplane didn't sound anything like the airplanes on TV or in
the movies. It was hideous, it was all around them, it took over
their thoughts. It wasn't the neat aerodynamic sound that
airplanes are supposed to make. It was like fingernails
scratching on a chalkboard, but pumped through an amplifier,
and then pumped through their entire bodies. When the plane
flew by them, it had just gotten airborne and it was deafening.
It screamed past the boys and off into the night. The noise was
still echoing through their bodies.
Joel was the first to move. He jumped off the ground
and shook his fists up at the airplane. Joel let out a primordial
scream that rose up from all the adrenaline and fear that shot
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through his body. Benjamin jumped up and grabbed his
outstretched hand and tried to pull it down.
Billy was in Joel's face pleading with him, "Joel,
please be quiet, they'll hear you. We'll get caught. Joel!"
Billy spun around, surprised by a noise behind him. It
was Mark standing there screaming too. His arms were
stretched to the sky like Joel's and he was jumping up and down
as he emptied his lungs with every piece of rage, fear, and
anxiety that was inside him. He leapt towards Joel and they
embraced as they howled.
Billy began screaming too; he was lifting out the air
with everything that was inside. Even Benjamin smiled his
toothy grin and joined Mark and Joel in their embrace. By this
time Billy was on his knees with his back arched to the sky.
Somehow the airplane had roared by and lifted every emotion
out of them and pulled it towards the sky. They were cleaned
out and filled back up with pure energy.
The rumbling began again and grew quickly in
intensity. Within seconds it had muffled their screams out of
existence. Another airplane raced by with its deafening
grandeur, but this time the boys were not cowering against the
fence. They were up and alive and jumping with the plane.
Every ounce of energy and oxygen was used to scream the plane
off the ground.
The airplane passed them and was off into the night.
Its tail light winked at them as the plane began its ascent. The
noise subsided and they all collapsed on the ground in
exhaustion. Billy rolled over on the ground laughing. The
others stared up at the sky smiling.
For five minutes everything in the world was perfect.
Then Joel stood up and started walking.
Mark sat up to see what was going on. Billy was
laying spread-eagle with his eyes closed and didn't even notice.
Joel was walking towards the runway.
"Hey, Wheezer," Mark whispered as loud as he could,
"Where are you going?"
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Joel turned around and started walking backwards
away from them. "I'm up to the plate, baby, remember?"
Mark and Benjamin looked at each other with
concern. Joel turned back around and they could hear him say
up to the sky with icy happiness, "Oh yeah, I feel good tonight."
Joel's casual gait carried him directly in the middle of
the runway. He turned and faced the direction the planes had
come from and then he stretched his arms up and out to the
side. He stared straight up at the moon. Nobody could see for
sure what expression he had on his face, but it looked like a
twisted grin that shone dimly in the runway lights.
"What's going on?" There was panic in Billy's voice.
"What's he doing?"
Benjamin jumped off the ground and was halfway up
the fence by the time Mark and Billy turned around towards
him. His legs kicked like a dog held off the ground by its ftont
legs.
"Benjamin!" Mark's voice was authoritative. "Don't
you dare leave without us!"
Benjamin was over the fence and in the cover of the
tree when something stopped him dead cold.
It was the rumbling.
Benjamin spun around and saw Joel still in the middle
of the runway, but he was lying down. His feet were facing the
noise that was approaching, his eyes were staring straight up at
the sky and his arms were still spread out like wings.
Mark and Billy were on their feet and they were
staring down the runway to see what they could see. The noise
was becoming louder.
Benjamin could see the airplane coming now. His
eyes darted back over to Joel. Mark and Billy were screaming
at the top of their lungs, screaming with their whole bodies.
The noise was too loud now for Benjamin to hear the screams,
but he could still see their mouths moving. Joel did not budge.
He didn't even look over at them, he just stared straight up at
the sky. The airplane sounded like a hacksaw. It was cutting
through the night and sending sparks flying into the air.
Benjamin began to run back to the fence, his face was
filled with sweat, but something made him stop. All he could
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do was watch. Mark and Billy were done screaming. All they
could do was watch.
The nose of the plane was off the ground, but it was so
close to Joel. The plane looked so heavy — it looked like it
would never make it off of the ground, and it was so close. By
the time anybody could tell what had happened, it was over.
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Jon Dimos

Mrs. Gravifitz
Second Place Fiction
Mrs. Gravifitz's eyes were blue. That is the first thing
you said about Mrs. Gravifitz because that is the first thing you
noticed about her. She was an older woman — around 75. Her
hair was streaked with different shades of grey, her face was
sunken in and showed the lines of age. She always wore old
grey clothing. She definitely was not weak nor was she a
shrunken old woman, but everything about her was pale or
grey- except for her eyes. Her eyes were strong and cold and
quick to notice anything. They were the only visible clues that
she had more intelligence and inner strength than you would
expect.
It was those eyes that caught the interest of Mr. Justin
Peterson from across the table. It was just the two of them,
drinking coffee in Mrs. Gravifitz' kitchen.
"Congratulations on becoming an elder, Mr.
Peterson." Mrs. Gravifitz smiled, but did not lift the features of
her face with it.
"Thank you," he smiled as his fingers drummed on his
thick, leather Bible. Her eyes noticed immediately. "I'm
excited, Mrs. Gravifitz, because it gives me the chance to come
and talk to you here. I'd like to hear how you are doing as well
as what you think about what is happening at First Methodist.
I'm excited about hearing from you, mainly."
Mrs. Gravifitz raised her coffee and waited a few
seconds before responding. The conversation was never going
to be as casual as Mr. Peterson would have liked; she was
making sure of that. "Thank you so much for coming; I do
appreciate you stopping by." Mr. Peterson nodded with a
smile. "I am quite satisfied with the church. It meets my needs
adequately."
"What exactly are those needs, Mrs. Gravifitz?"
"I don't understand what you mean, sir."
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"What is it that you need from First Methodist? What
services do you find helpful or inadequate? I want to find out
what First Methodist does for you."
"The church is the body of Christ, Mr. Peterson.
Every Sunday I get to worship my God as a body. I can offer
my praise as part of a collective body instead of by myself. That
is what First Methodist offers me that I cannot find right here
in my kitchen."
Mr. Peterson paused briefly to consider her answer,
then continued, "But what about the exciting new ministries we
are offering? I'd like to encourage you to check some of them
out and see if they are for you."
"Excuse me, Mr. Peterson?"
"We would just like you to come see what we have to
offer. We're very excited about what we have going on."
Mrs. Gravifitz took a deliberate drink from her coffee.
She lowered the cup and then turned her eyes to the man across
from her. She spoke slowly, "I'm afraid I don't understand."
Mr. Peterson was not ready for the eyes that were
looking at him. He spoke, but his eyes remained planted on his
coffee cup. "Frankly, Mrs. Gravifitz, we never see you at our
Wednesday service, and you haven't signed up for any of the
inductive Bible studies we are excited about offering; we even
have one that just started up with women in your age group.
We would love to even see you at —"
"Mr. Peterson, what does your God look like?" Mrs.
Gravifitz eyes were the only dominant feature in the room.
They filled up the vacuum that her question left.
"My God — my God is a God of love." The first thing
his brain could produce in the circumstances was a cliche. It
bought him some time for his thoughts to solidify and let him
speak with a little more authority, as well as with a little less
clich6. "My God is a God of the ages — He is all-powerful,
infinitely just, and eternally loving." Her question had evoked
some passion in him. He smiled numbly, evidently pleased
with his answer.
"No, I don't believe you understand my question, Mr.
Peterson. When you picture your God, what do you see; what
does He look like?"
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Mr. Peterson's eyes went back to his coffee cup. "I —
I don't know what to —. God is too big, too powerful. I can't
put a face on or assign a number that would come close to
describing Him. I couldn't possibly —. I can't even begin to
say what I think God looks like."
"That's just what I thought. You haven't even thought
about it, it never crossed your mind to wonder. You just take
what they feed you at First Methodist, Mr. Peterson, you just
—. You examine it but you never touch it, poke it a bit with
your fingers. You never take the time to fathom the
possibilities. You never get a chance because you put it in your
mouth and swallow it and keep on walking like a wind-up toy.
You swallow it before anybody gets a chance to blow it off your
spoon. Don't you see, Mr. Peterson, if its truth, nothing can
blow it off your spoon. Truth is truth no matter what
anybody—." She decided to stop, and instead, exhaled the rest
of her breath and shook her head. She became conscious of her
hands raised in the air in the middle of some gesture and put
them back in her lap. She realized she had said too much. She
had opened a can she had not opened for a long time with
somebody from the church. There wasn't a part of her that
wanted to finish the argument, but it was she that started it and
she knew Mr. Peterson was not likely to budge until this was
finished.
Mr. Peterson's hand was at his chin now, stroking just
below his lower lip with his index finger. "Fine then, what is
it that you see when you picture God?"
She paused just long enough to punctuate the fact that
he had completely missed her point. She spoke very slowly, "I
see dimensions."
"Yes, I understand that God is a God of many
dimensions. He's full of —."
"No, that's not what I mean. I mean the dimensions:
length, width, depth, time. These are the boundaries of our
existence, of everything. Perhaps it is this framework, this
boundary for everything we know to exist that is the very fiber
of the God we serve."
"How can you —."
"Open up that Bible of yours, if you wouldn't mind sir,
the very first verse."
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Mr. Peterson thumbed to it even though he didn't have
to. "In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth."
"Everything in the world was created — except for
one thing." The passion in her voice matched the sparkle in
her eyes. "One thing, the very context in which everything in
the world exists: length, width, depth, and time. The first
thing that was created was the heavens and the earth, not the
parameters in which the heavens and the earth must exist. The
dimensions must have already been there, and what was there
before the heavens and the earth? God.
"Is there any wonder we cannot escape Him — He is
the very distance between us. Is there any wonder that a
thousand years is but a day to God — He is the fraction of a
second that just elapsed."
Her voice slowed down and got softer as she leaned
closer to Mr. Peterson: "Length. Width. Depth. Time. As
well as countless others, there are dimensions we cannot begin
to understand or experience, nor can we fathom what they are
or what they look like and all of them as infinite as the next
one, all of them the very essence of God.
"That is what my God looks like. That is what I
picture, Mr. Peterson, when I sit in corporate worship of the
Almighty God in the church you serve."
There was a long silence, punctuated by a slow sip of
coffee taken by Mrs. Gravifitz. The silence was eventually
broken by Mr. Peterson.
"That's — that's quite extraordinary. There's a
women's luncheon next Thursday. I'm sure they'd be tickled to
hear your ideas; they are really quite fascinating. I think we all
could use a good dose of insightfiil thinking. I was just reading
in a book by Chuck Colson how we should all try to stand on
top of our desks or something crazy just so we can get a fresh
perspective on our lives, to look at it in another way. I feel its
important for people to have opportunities to be exposed in a
ministry where other. . ."
Mr. Peterson talked for quite some time, but Mrs.
Gravifitz really wasn't listening. She couldn't help but think
about poor Mrs. Peterson. She was really a nice women, the
quiet, unassuming sort. Mrs. Gravifitz was sure she had felt
the same frustration that she was feeling right now and made a
mental note to stop and chat with her next Sunday. Her mind
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wandered on, she remembered that she had left the back door
unlocked and that she was almost out of flour. She was
careful, however, to come back and keep track of what Mr.
Peterson was saying and be polite until he was done.
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Jena Habegger

Conversation at the Dash-In Cafe
Two empty grey stone mugs stood between crumbs on
the glass-topped table.
The dark-haired girl slid in her chair so that her long
legs came out on the other side. Her neck rested against the
chair back, apathetically. "I have a headache."
"Okay. Let's talk about something else." They had
been discussing if they were really the first generation raised
without God.
"What else?" Her lips barely moved when she spoke.
"The mugs look like tombstones!" The younger, lighthaired girl thought she was saying something brilliant. It
sounded random.
The dark-haired girl got up quickly and walked to the
counter. Her skirt showed the backs of her upper thighs when
she walked quickly. She bent one knee at the counter and
leaned into the face of a boy. She came back with a black pen.
"Give me your napkin. I should write this down."
"Why?"
"To show how meaningless cafe conversation is."
"This isn't meaningless!"
"Life is meaningless," inteijected a boy from another
table. He stood up and invited himself over. "So what are you
writing? Poetiy?" He leaned into the dark hair.
"No, I was writing down this conversation."
"She's pretending to be Hemingway," said the other
girl, flicking her eyes around. "Do you think we're the first
generation raised without religion?"
The boy pulled up a chair.
"We're finished." The dark-haired girl said this and
folded the napkin.
"Finished?"
"I'm bored." She twisted her bracelets and stood up.
"Let's move on."
"Maybe we'll talk again sometime?" He had asked the
dark one. Without answering, she left quickly through the
door.
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Laura Hepker

No Looking Back
SLAM! Reverberations of anger echoed through the
empty, dusky apartment as the door flew shut. They echoed
back to join forces with Ali's thoughts as she collapsed on the
couch, cursing at the exposed spring. She couldn't believe
him! Trying that on her! Where did Andrew get off, anyway?
Sure he was her boss, but that gave him no right to be that way
with her. Then she wondered if all this suggestion from him
was because of her in some way. She had only been at
Commercial Commerce Publishing for two weeks, so she was
still unsure of how to act and react to her boss and the others in
the office. She had chosen St. Petersburg because she had
lived there when she was five, and it was the only place she
knew to go. The company was owned by an old family friend
that they didn't even get in touch with anymore. She didn't
remember Mr. Johannes, and she hoped he didn't remember
her, either. Andrew certainly had no clue who she was, and no
professional she had met had ever treated a relative stranger
that way, in her experience. This was so confusing! She felt so
uncomfortable with it, but she didn't want to be paranoid.
Should she talk to him? Avoid him? Go to her coworkers?
Ignore the whole thing? Or what?
Well, this certainly wasn't accomplishing anything.
Better to go to bed, forget her frustration, and try to think of
something in the morning when her perspective was better.
Tossing her briefcase on the empty side of her double bed, she
headed for the bathroom. As she contemplated herself in the
mirror, she wondered what she had gotten herself into with this
job. So far as she knew, no one from home knew she was here.
In some aspects, it was better that way. But that meant she was
truly on her own. Just how smart was this leaving idea,
anyway? It was too late to go back now. She was in for good.
Or out, as the case may be. Shaking her head, she focused on
the mirror again. The red lines in her navy blue eyes were the
only indication of her inner stress. Every strand of strawberryblond hair was in place, neatly held back in a barrette. The
navy suit accentuated the curves of her 5-foot, 6-inch frame.
She looked good, but no better than any of the other women in
94

the office. So why did Andrew focus on her? OK, OK, you're
not going to think tonight, remember? Just go to bed,
Chandler. Think tomorrow. Better yet, don't think at all.
Don't think about Mom and Dad or that other jerk who ruined
their marriage. You're 22years old. You can handle this. Just
GO TO BED.
She kept up this rambling banter with herself as she
slid into her satin nightshirt and sank into her waterbed. Soon,
she was lost in the Madeleine LTingle book she was reading,
and then she was asleep, no thinking required.
The city noises woke her up early. She had grown up
in the suburbs and could not seem to get accustomed to the
honking horns, slamming doors, and bus engines that filled the
air each morning. Dust particles playing in the sunbeams
reminded her that she needed to give the apartment a thorough
cleaning. It was the one thing she hadn't had time for since
she'd been here. Well, it would have to wait one more day.
One more infinitely long, Andrew-saturated day.
As usual, the first thing she had to deal with as she
came into the office next morning was Andrew's unabashedly
admiring gaze. Everyone who entered the editing office had to
walk past his office window, but the gazes only came at her
presence, as far as she knew. 1 won't let it make me nervous.
Just get to your desk, Chandler. She sat down and began
working. Not 15 minutes later, she felt his presence behind
her. Is he going to do this every day? she wondered. Is this
normal with all the new girls? Is he just being nice? I don't
GET this. . . .
"Hello, Ali," came the deep, breathless voice. Is he
trying to be alluring? How clueless does he think I am? "How
was your evening?"
"Last night was fine thanks, Andrew, but I have quite
a pile here, so if you'll excuse me . .."
"Wait, Ali. I wanted to ask you to have lunch with me
tomorrow. There are a few details of Harrison's latest
manuscript that I'd like to go over with you. You're free, aren't
you?"
His voice kept getting softer. Ali froze. Just what was
this lunch going to entail? There were times when she wished
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for a husband, just to have an excuse! Yet she didn't want to
overreact if this was his normal behavior. There wasn't much
she could do but accept.
" U m m . . . as far as I know, that will be fine. Let me
write that down. How's 12:00 sound?"
"Sounds wonderful. We'll go to a little cafe I know
across town. We'll be ready for a break by then, I'm sure. See
you then, Ali. I'm looking forward to it." His voice faded to a
whisper as Andrew left. She sighed in relief that he was gone
and wondered again at his behavior. Looking around the
office, she wondered who she could tell.
I've only been here two weeks. There's no way I can
tell anyone. Besides, this is probably just normal. The boss
checks out the new employee to see what other "potential" she
has. Sheesh. Is the whole world like this?
She would have to figure this one out alone. She was
used to that, though. After she overheard a phone conversation
between Doug the Jerk (that was what she called him to her
friends) and Mom, she had been essentially on her own. Her
own mother, who she'd always gotten along with before,
wouldn't listen to her. And there was no way she could bring
herself to tell Dad about Doug, either. Mom had to fight her
own battle there. The only thing left was to leave. It about
broke her heart to leave Dad when he was alone, too, but she
had been (and still was) afraid and didn't know what else to do.
So she decided independence was her only out. That, and
making herself forget. It was easier that way. She was
beginning to get used to it after three months at her best friend's
house two states away, and now here in St. Petersburg. Florida
was forever away from Chicago, and she hoped the physical
distance would help her mentally distance herself too.
The time took itself away much too quickly the next
morning, and before she realized it, she was back at her desk,
and his voice was talking in her ear again.
"Hi, Ali. You look wonderful today. Ready to go?"
Reluctantly, she left her desk and followed him to his
car. During the drive, thankfully, Andrew stuck to business.
Ali began to relax. Was I imagining things all this time? Am I
paranoid, or is he saving the funny stuff for the restaurant?
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The cafe was called Chez Italiano, and Andrew raved
about its incredible European food. It was dusky inside, and
Ali blinked as they were escorted to a secluded table. Andrew
ordered hors d'oeuvres for both of them, then turned his gaze to
her. "I've given you the rest of the afternoon off. You need it.
You're killing yourself, and it's only your second week."
"Oh, Andrew, no. I need to get back. I have so much
to do on the Harrison manuscript yet, backed up files from last
week, all kinds of things. I can't afford to take time off yet!"
I can't afford to spend that much time alone with you.

"Whoa, Ali, calm down. I am your boss, remember?
If I think you can take time off, you can take it. I'm not
planning on making you spend it with me, if that's what you're
worried about."
"But. . . that's not what I . . . "
"Yes, it is. I've noticed that you're not necessarily
receptive to my friendliness. That's OK. I guess you seemed
like a kindred spirit to me because you actually like to write. I
wanted to get to know you better. I still do."
Luckily for Ali, their food came just then. She ate
quickly, trying to avoid meeting Andrew's eyes. By some act of
Providence, he seemed to take her hint and was quiet until the
meal was over and they were back in the car. He started it and
pulled out onto the highway. She was too worried about what
he would say to notice the direction they took. Finally he
spoke.
"Ali? Don't you have anything to say?"
"Andrew, I... I only just got here. I don't even know
you, and you're my boss. All of these things stop me."
"OK, I must be honest with you, the other day, just
before I asked you to lunch, I got a call from Mr. Johannes. He
remembered you. Now, don't get me wrong, that's not the only
reason I asked you to lunch. Like I said before, I wanted to get
to know you better anyway."
"So what does Mr. Johannes have to do with this? So
he remembers me. I haven't seen him since I was 6. I didn't
think he would, so I didn't say anything. Does he want to meet
me or something?"
"Not quite. He got a call from your mom the other
day, and ..."
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"He what?r Suddenly Ali realized they weren't
driving in the direction of the office. "Where are you taking
me? What is going on?"
"I guess your mom really wants to see you. She really
is worried about you. Look, I don't know how she knew you
were here or what is going on, and I'm not going to ask. This
was just the only way I could think of to actually get you home.
Do you think I wanted to do this? I didn't have much choice,
you know. When Mr. J. sends an order down the line, you don't
say no. Hate me if you want, but I did what I thought was
right."
"Even if it meant lying to me and giving a mature
adult no choice in the matter? Sure, I really believe that. Why
don't you take me somewhere where I might actually stay, as
long as you're kidnapping me?"
"Ali, listen. I can't make you stay anywhere you don't
want to be, but as long as we're practically to the airport,
shouldn't you just go ahead and go through with this? It
wouldn't help anything to hide now. Also, I guess Mr. J.
encouraged your mom to bring your dad in, too. So who knows
what could happen? You're free to come back and resume your
job and everything, once you've had a visit."
"Gee thanks, Dr. Spock. I'm glad you know what's
best for me. Look, like you said, you don't understand what's
going on. I'll most likely be back on the next plane. This is
pointless. The only possible redeeming factor is that Dad might
be there. As long as we're here, I'll go, and I guess some
miracle might happen. But I'm sure not expecting anything."
Ali sighed and leaned her head back against the seat. I don't
want to talk about this anymore. I don't know what to think, let
alone what to feel. Could anything have changed? No way am
I even going to hope for that. Only a miracle could bring that
about.
"Praying for a miracle?"
"What?"
"I just wondered what you were thinking about."
"I guess you could say I was hoping."
"Well, keep that thought, because we've arrived. Your
mom said she'd put you on a plane whenever you wanted to
return. I'll pick you up here whenever. Just let me know your
plans."
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Ali gathered her purse and briefcase and opened the
door. Slowly, she stepped out of the car. As she was about to
shut the door, she caught the look in Andrew's eyes.
"Thanks, Andrew. I think."
"Don't mention it. I'll see you in a few days."
"Sooner than that, probably, but I'll call you." She
shut the door, and, taking a deep breath, walked to the
entrance.
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Matt Sparrow

A February Birthday
It wasn't actually a blizzard, but the swirling snow
made it look similarly threatening. The sky blended in color
with the drifts, making the highest rooftops seem to connect
with the igloo-like sky. At its climax, the snowstorm swept and
twirled as a tornado would, blinding any view. But when it
settled, the sight was dangerously calm and only the serpentine
snow hinted at the turbulence to come. It crept and seemed to
wave, holding itself close to the ground. But with the wind this
same snow assumed a power reaching high into the air.
Inside the post office, Dr. Trailer noted the calm trees.
In a blizzard, the trees would have rocked back and forth. He
buttoned his jacket and pulled his wool cap over his already
cold ears, bracing for the strong wind. He had been surprised
to find the post office open in this weather, but it was important
to send birthday gifts on time, especially this particular one.
Every year, when he bought his calendar, he circled and
highlighted February 10 through 17 — a week of preparation
time for the 18th: his mother's birthday.
The storm calmed for a moment and the doctor smiled
at the postmaster, "Well, it's now or never."
Mrs. Wiles looked up from the counter and smiled
encouragingly. "Be careful out there. Just keep thinking about
getting home and starting a nice warm fire, doctor. If only your
mother knew what effort it took you to send her birthday gift."
Her hearty laugh warmed the office. "Next time you talk to her,
wish her a happy birthday for me."
"Yes, ma'am. I will. And I hope Sylvia Ann has a
happy birthday too. Are you going to have a big party for her?"
While Dr. Trailer had conversed with Mrs. Wiles, he had
learned that her daughter's birthday was the same day as his
mother's.
"Oh, we'll do something. She thinks she'll be all
grown up when she turns ten."
The doctor glanced outside. "Well, I'd better go before
it starts up again. Have a nice evening."
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"Good-bye, Dr. Troller."
He pushed the door open and felt the cold grasp his
lean frame. After making sure the door closed against the
wind, the doctor aimed for his truck. He ran briskly, careful to
plant his feet on snow and not ice. But the storm awoke, as he
had guessed it would, sending a rushing gale of snow and wind
at him. His cap flew off his head, pushed by the strong wind.
The doctor stopped and turned, squinting his eyes as
the whirling snow covered his view. He retraced his steps and
searched the ground in vain. He thought about the bitter cold.
The post office was barely visible in the background, and he
turned back toward his truck. Dr. Troller would return for the
cap another time. Tomorrow was his day off at the clinic and
he would find some time to look for it: his mother would be
disappointed if he lost her most recent Christmas gift to him.
He started his truck and made his way home.
Sylvia Ann woke up hoping today was her birthday,
but it was only Friday: she would have to wait another day. She
sulked around her room after making her bed and cleaning up
her closet. Her brother Jimmy yelled from the hall, with news
to cheer her. "School is canceled today, Sylvann. Go to the
kitchen and eat a little breakfast. You're going over to see Mom
in a while and she'll take you to the library."
"The library? Miss school to go to the library? I think
we should make snowmen all day."
"It's really cold out today, Sylvia, and Mom doesn't
want you to get sick."
Sylvia half-danced out into the hall and grinned at
Jimmy, who was combing his hair in front of the mirror. "You
know you'd rather play in the snow than go to the library,
Jimmy."
"No, I wouldn't. Well, maybe." He smiled broadly
and fingered his hair for the last time, turning to face Sylvia
Ann. "Anyway, I'm not going to the library. I'm going over to
Lorissa's to talk. How do I look?"
She nodded approvingly and walked after him into the
kitchen. "You're going to Lorissa's to what, Jimmy? To talk or
to make out?" Sylvia chuckled and teased Jimmy more.
"Lorissa — the most beautiful girl in the world." She laughed
again. This time Jimmy smiled.
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"Listen to me, Sylvia Ann. You can tease me all you
want, but someday you'll understand about love. There is some
guy out there who will think you're the most beautiful girl in the
world, too."
"Really, Jimmy?" Sylvia was dazzled by the idea of
love.
"Yep." Jimmy came over and squeezed both of
Sylvia's cheeks. "Don't tell Ma or Grandma this, but you are
already the prettiest girl in the family."
"Really?"
"Yep. Now, go and eat your breakfast before you
starve away the day. I made some toast."
"Jimmy?"
"Yeah." Jimmy crouched in front of the microwave,
checking his hair again.
"You're still coming to my birthday tomorrow, right?
I'm gonna' be ten years old."
"I know. Yeah, I'll be there. I wouldn't want to be
anywhere else."
"Even at Lorissa's?"
"Even at Lorissa's. Her birthday isn't until April."
Later, Jimmy dropped his sister off in front of the post
office, making sure her coat was buttoned and her hood was
over her head.
"Now, run in there and give Mom a big kiss from your
favorite brother." He planted two on Sylvia's cheek. "One for
you and one for her."
Sylvia Ann smiled and opened the big Buick's car
door. "Don't forget about my birthday party tomorrow,
Jimmy."
"I won't. I promise."
Sylvia pushed the door shut and waved good-bye. It
wasn't snowing but plenty of snow covered the ground. Sylvia
loved the snow. She packed a snowball tight with her mittened
hands and threw it at the "LOADING DOCK" sign. Her aim
was on target but her arm didn't quite have enough power; and
it landed about halfway to the sign.
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She looked at the drifts along the front of the building,
formed like skateboard or bicycle ramps. Right by the corner
of the building was a dark object. Sylvia thought it was an
animal, maybe a rabbit, but she noticed it wasn't moving. As
she approached it, she saw it was a dark blue winter cap. The
ice held it tightly to the brick building, and Sylvia pulled hard.
It came loose and she shook the snow from it, examining it
before going inside.
The clerk at the counter looked up from counting
stamps when Sylvia entered. Mrs. McCarty was an elderly lady
who believed in talk first, maybe a smile later. "Good morning,
Sylvia. Your mother is in the back."
"Thank you, Mrs. McCarty. Do you like the snow?"
A grunt resounded from Mrs. McCarty. "No. It's
much too cold for me."
Mrs. Wiles heard the voices and came out to the front.
"Good morning Sylvia." She placed a box of envelopes in front
of Mrs. McCarty and grinned. "Cynthia, the whole point of
snow is cold. If it wasn't cold, it wouldn't be snow, and you
would think it was too hot all the time. It's all in your
perspective."
Mrs. McCarty stared out at the weather. "I guess so.
But I'd enjoy an extra fifty degrees right about now." She
scowled and fiddled with her spectacles.
Sylvia spoke up. "Awww, cheer up, Mrs. McCarty.
Snow is a lot of fun. I think I'd rather play in the snow than go
to the library. Don't you think that's a good idea, Mom? Jimmy
thought it was. Oh, I almost forgot, Jimmy told me to give you
this."
She reached up and around her mom's head and
brought it down to her level. She kissed her, then again. "And
here's one from me."
"Thanks. What's that you have?"
"I found this hat outside. It's really nice. When it
dries off, I'm going to use it to warm up my ears."
"You can keep it if nobody comes to claim it. Just
make sure you clean it off before you wear it, OK, Sylvann?"
"OK."
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Friday was always Dr. Trailer's day off. He worked
ten hours a day Saturday through Thursday, and he loved to
sleep in on Fridays. But this morning, he received a call from
the clinic. As it happened, an out-of-state patient had confused
her days and had come on the 17th instead of the 18th. She was
"courteously" requesting a favor from the good doctor.
Dr. Trailer awoke in a generous mood and drove to the
clinic. He performed the procedure without any pangs of
conscience, since it was a first trimester. His secretary
informed him that she had added one more patient to his
schedule for the next day. After some paperwork, he drove to
the local health club and played some racquetball with his
friend Mr. Bell.
The post office was on the way home and he decided
to look for his cap. He hoped that it could be found, for the sake
of his mother. Dr. Trailer could hear her voice in his head:
"Oh, Timmy, I stitched that cap myself so that you wouldn't
freeze your head. You know that the head is an important
source of heat, don't you?"
He looked around the outside of the building and in
the parking lot, but the cap wasn't there. Maybe someone had
found it and taken it into the post office.
"Hello, Mrs. Wiles."
"Hello, doctor. Back to send another package to your
mother?"
"No, I think one will be enough for her. Actually, I'm
looking for something she gave to me. Has anyone returned a
cap since yesterday evening? The wind blew it right off my
head."
"Oh, goodness, do you know what? Sylvia found it
this morning, but she took it with her. She's at the library now.
Would you like me to drive over there and get it?"
Dr. Trailer breathed a sigh of relief. "Don't worry
about it. I'm just glad it didn't blow who knows where. Do you
think I could come by your house tonight after dinner and pick
it up?"
"That would be just fine. Sylvia has taken a liking to
it, but I'm sine we can convince her to give it up."
"I'm sorry about this."
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"Oh, it's not your fault."
Mrs. McCarty interrupted with a mumble. "It's the
stupid weather."
The doctor smiled. "Well, I'll come by tonight then.
Goodbye, and thank you."
"Good-bye."
Lorissa was standing inside the front window when
Jimmy drove up the driveway. He smiled to himself and
noticed how stunning she looked, even from a distance. She
waved to him and he smiled again. "I'm a lucky man," he
whispered to himself walking up the porch steps. Lorissa
opened the door for him.
wrong?"

He immediately noticed she had been crying. "What's

"Jimmy. Jimmy." Lorissa stood and reached her arms
around his back, her face in his chest. "How could this happen
to me?" She started crying again.
"Tell me what's wrong, Lorissa." He held her sobbing
body tightly and sat them both down on the couch. "It's OK."
Lorissa pushed herself away with great effort and
grabbed Jimmy's hands. "Tell me you'll stay with me."
"Of course. I love only you."
"Jimmy, I'm pregnant. I found out with a pregnancy
test and got it double-checked with Dr. Pierce. I got the results
this morning."
Everything in Jimmy tingled with fear. "How, how
can it be?"
"You know." She was leaning against his chest now,
but not being held like before. "Protection doesn't work every
time."
"I can't believe it." Jimmy's face couldn't hide his
shock.
"Neither can I. But it's true."
"What are you," he corrected himself, "w going to
do?"
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"I've got an appointment for tomorrow at the clinic.
The secretary found a way to fit me in."
"Are you sure, about... ?"
"Yes."
"Do your parents ... 7"
"No. Jimmy, do you still love me?"
"Maybe he ate at Lorissa's, Sylvia. Don't worry about
him."
"I know. I just wondered where he was at." Sylvia
cleared the dishes from the table while Mrs. Wiles put the food
away. She checked the TV Guide but nothing interested her.
Sylvia placed one foot in front of the other and counted
how many feet it took to get through their small house. Toes
connected to heels: left, right, left . . . She had tiny feet, even
for a nine year-old; it took forty steps to walk down the hall.
She'd done this many times before, but "maybe my feet have
grown since the last time," she thought to herself. The number
passed one-hundred after she traced the inner walls of her
parents' room. Sylvia entered the bathroom. The toilet was a
challenge to maneuver around, but she marked her place with
an empty toilet paper roll, and continued from the other side
behind the toilet. 123, 124 . . .
"Sylvann, get on in here and help wash these piled up
dishes before Jimmy gets home," yelled Sylvia's mom from the
kitchen.
Sylvia guessed Jimmy would be a while yet; he was
probably talking to Lorissa's parents. Her feet continued their
outlining of the house as she entered her own room. She saw
her new cap laying on her bed and as she counted her steps, she
reached for it and pulled it over her head. The counting
approached 250 as she passed through Jimmy's room and then
to the family room. Sylvia Ann Wiles' house now measured
327 in terms of her small feet. "Three-hundred-twenty-seven
feet and 3/4's of a foot, to be exact — same as always. My feet
never grow."
Her mom smiled as they dried and put away the
dishes.
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"Well, your feet are growing, but maybe the house is
growing at the same time. Everything keeps going in life,
Sylvia, nothing stays the same."
The sound of a car coming up the driveway reminded
Sylvia she had forgotten to close the door to Jimmy's room.
When she came back into the living room, it wasn't Jimmy who
was home, but a stranger.
Dr. Troller smiled to see Sylvia with his cap on. "And
you must be Sylvia Ann. I'm Dr. Troller." He held out his
hand to her.
Sylvia Ann shook his hand and her mother explained
who this stranger was. "Dr. Troller lost his cap last night at the
post office and he heard you found it."
The doctor grinned compassionately and bent his
knees in front of Sylvia. "I'm sorry to take it back. I can see
you like it, but my mother made this for me and, well, I need it
back. Thanks for finding it for me."
Sylvia handed the cap over to this stranger with no
questions asked, but his title, "doctor," was another matter.
"You're a doctor? Do you save people's lives?"
Mrs. Wiles intervened to help the doctor out. "Well,
honey, he's a special doctor. He works with pregnant women."
"Do you save their lives?" Sylvia kept staring at Dr.
Troller, who stood up and shifted uneasily. It was difficult
enough without having to explain it to young girls.
"Well, Sylvia, I just help pregnant ladies become. . .
not pregnant."
"You take their babies away from them?" Sylvia was
confused by this whole new idea of a doctor.
Mrs. Wiles rescued Dr. Troller. "Honey, what Dr.
Troller does is very complicated and hard to explain. I'll tell
you about it when you get older, OK?"
"OK."
Dr. Troller covered his head with the cap and opened
the door. "Well, thank you both. It was nice to see you again,
Mrs. Wiles, and nice to meet you, Sylvia Ann. Have a good
night."
"Goodnight."
"Bye."
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"Where's Jimmy, mom?" Today was Sylvia's big day.
Everyone was ready for her to blow out the candles, but she
waited, looking around the crowded room for her brother. The
wax from the candles melted onto the cake.
Mrs. Wiles ftowned. "He left real early this morning,
Sylvann. He said that something really important came up."
"But he promised he'd be here."
"He'll make it up to you."
Sylvia tried hard not to cry as she blew out her ten
candles.
Dr. Trailer sipped a cup of coffee, trying to wake up.
He mumbled to himself at his desk. "It's much too early to be
working. I should be celebrating my mom's birthday." The
intercom rustled and his secretary spoke.
"Doctor, your next appointment is here."
"What's her name again?"
"Lorissa Jones."
Dr. Trailer gulped the rest of his coffee and braced
himself for the procedure.
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Dr. James S. Spiegel

Nightmare
Last night I had the strangest dream. I found myself
in a gigantic, dimly-lit room or warehouse, with thousands of
other men, all of us emaciated, virtually skin and bones.
Apparently, we had been slowly starved, given little more than
water for many days. In that room full of so many men there
was very little movement and it was unusually quiet, for few
had the strength to speak. It was all we could do to remain
standing, as we were compelled to do by the dozen or so guards
who smiled sadistically at our plight.
I had no idea as to why we were being treated as we
were, and yet, strangely, in the deepest recesses of my
consciousness I knew that whatever the reason, I was supposed
to be there, that somehow it was right that I should be suffering
with this group of nameless individuals.
I remember
examining the faces of some of those near me, and one fellow
in particular who was clad only in underwear, now a yellowish
brown from weeks, perhaps months of wear and exposure to the
elements. Looking at his eyes I saw that they were fixed and
glassy, almost lifeless. His mouth hung open so that I could see
his long dirty teeth and rotting gums. At first I was inclined to
say something to this man, to ask him his name or introduce
myself, but I refrained, sensing that to do so would only draw
him out of his stupor and back into a fuller awareness of the
hell in which we were living.
All at once, the guards began scurrying about,
shouting out commands for the prisoners to move out one of the
openings of the building, through double doors at the opposite
end of the room. Movement was slow, and it was actually
several minutes before enough men had moved out so that those
of us on our side of the room could make any progress towards
the door. Having stood there so long and possessing so little
strength to walk, many men tumbled to the ground as they
attempted to step forward. A few of these failed to rise from the
cold, filthy floor. The guards promptly removed their bodies,
clearing the way for the rest of us.
The room was finally emptied, except for a small pile
of corpses in one corner of the room, and we were escorted up
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a long hill, through a cold, grey country side. Looking back at
the building we had just left, I saw that it was an isolated
structure. There were no other buildings that I could see
anywhere in the distance. Nor could I see any buildings in the
direction towards which this line of living stick men was
proceeding. I saw only rolling countryside, dotted by an
occasional leafless tree. It seemed to be Autumn. As we
walked, no one spoke. The only sounds were the clumping of
boots on the cold ground, the grunts of fellow prisoners, and
periodic shouts of derision and commands by the guards to
speed up our pace.
We walked for what seemed like hours, and on the
way, of course, dozens of men fell to the ground, some to their
hands and knees, most flat on their bellies. All of them
received a kick by a guard, to which there would usually be no
response by the prisoner. This scene was repeated over and
over, and I found that what had struck me with unspeakable
horror only a short time before had now become commonplace
and routine. What had terrified and repulsed me was now only
a nuisance. For the falling of a body meant the disruption of
our pace.
At last we arrived at our apparent destination, but,
maintaining our long, single-file line, those of us towards the
back of the line could not see where it was that we had finally
arrived nor what it was we had come here for. However, we
could hear gunshots faintly in the distance, though it was clear
that we would not soon know their source And so we waited
as the line moved slowly and daylight faded into twilight and
finally darkness.
Eventually we got close enough so that we could make
out a small building in the distance, brightly-lit with dazzling,
colored neon lights. Here prisoners seemed to be subjected to
brief inquiries to which they would give short replies and then
be given a small package. After receiving their package they
were led away by the guards and forced again into a single file
line which proceeded in a direction opposite that from which
we came. As we got closer to the brightly-lit building I could
make out where the prisoners were being taken after picking up
their packages. They were escorted to a giant ditch and
instructed to ingest the contents of the packages, after which
they were forced down into the ditch and promptly shot by a
group of armed soldiers. Most prisoners did not resist the
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procession to doom but complied quietly, stepping over corpses
and taking their place ten or so feet from the firing squad as
they were instructed. Many stared tearfully at the pile of bodies
that they had conceded their own would soon augment. The
few who did choose to defy the orders of the guards were
beaten, bayoneted, and then shot. Hence, resistance was
pointless, serving only to make one's final minutes more
excruciating.
A chill ran over my body as I realized my death was
imminent. Yet after only a few minutes I began thinking about
the larger picture, the brutality, the wanton killing of so many
innocent people. The scene was unthinkably terrifying. But
most horrific of all was the efficiency with which the killing
was done. It was so methodical, so appallingly systematic.
And I was destined to become one among this countless throng
of executees. Would I resist? Should I resist? Ought I to
attempt fleeing right now while I am still in line and take my
chances trying to outrun the guards patrolling the line of
prisoners? These questions flew wildly through my mind as the
line proceeded forward. Were my fellow prisoners entertaining
the same thoughts? Could we stage a mass revolt? Would we
stand a chance against even these few healthy bodied guards
and their guns? Scenarios began rolling over in my panicked
brain. I did not know what I could do, but I resolved that
something needed to be done and that we needed to do
something as a group, for the efforts of a single defiant prisoner
were tragically futile. But what could be done? Whatever it
was, it would have to wait. It would have to wait until I had
received my package and moved on from the building, for
around it there was simply too much light and any suspicious
communication among the prisoners would be too easily spied
by the guards.
The line moved forward, slowly but ever so steadily,
and soon I was at the front of the line. It was at this time that
there occurred the most horrifying incident of all. At the front
of the building was a windowless opening with a white, slick
surfaced counter. Behind the counter stood a young man, an
awkward adolescent with a ruddy complexion and greasy hair.
He wore a strange hat which was pointing forward on his
head, as if it were about to drop off; he also wore a brightly
colored shirt which matched the colors on the front and sides
of the building, and around his waist was tied a white apron.
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He was rushing about in that small room, collecting items and
placing them in one of those white bags, and at last he leaned
over the counter and handed it to the prisoner in front of me
who then took his place in the line leading to the ditch of
death. After he did this he turned towards me, looking at me
with eyes that seemed more lifeless than those of my fellow
prisoners, and with a cool sterility in his voice, entirely empty
of any feeling or emotion whatsoever, he said, "Welcome to
McDonald's. May I take your order, please?"
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Yeow Beng Moses Tan

The Diary of Brad's Father
For Bradley Rupp, in Memory of His Dad
While I was packing for the move the other day, I
found my father's diary in an old trunk, up in the attic. Dusty
and worn, I could barely discern the name printed on the diary's
faded blue cover. I blew some of the dust off, closed the trunk
to sit on it and carefully opened the diary. The first entry read:
"I am a father! I am a father!! 1 AM a father!!!" Simple and
succinct; yet I could feel his thrill and jubilation reverberating
from those words — his happiness and excitement at being a
father for the first time.
I spent the next half hour reading about past events
that 1 have only heard about because I was too young to
remember. Next, I felt strange when I read about things that I
could vaguely recall because I was beginning to consciously
register them in my memory.
Then I came across numerous pages that had been torn
off. The next entry read: "A part of me died with Barb this
afternoon. God, WHY?!" As I looked at the date of the entry,
tears welled up in my eyes when I realized that it was the day
that my mom died — I was only ten then.
A fresh entry a week later read: "I have to get a hold
of myself for the sake of the boy."
I couldn't read on then. I closed the diary and moved
over to my dad's rickety rocking chair beside the window. The
old wood felt hard as I touched the back of the rocking chair. I
sat in the chair and looked out of the window at the sunset.
The brilliant sun rays and strong breeze transformed
the wheat fields into a surreal spread of silky amber waves.
Then I saw my father standing in the midst of the sea of
changing patterns. He waved at me, and I saw his lips move.
After a while, he turned and headed toward the far end of the
field. The stalks of wheat seemed to part gracefully for him to
walk through.
Looking at the end of the field, I saw what looked like
a crowd of people ... or could they be the swaying wheat
stalks? The golden rays of the sun seemed subdued in that area,
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but the pulsating glow that radiated from there had a life of its
own. From amongst the crowd, someone came forth and
walked toward my dad. In an instant, I recognized the person
to be my mom. They embraced, turned to my direction, smiled
and waved.
At that moment, the diary slipped from my hands onto
the attic floor with a thud. Awaking with a start, I felt
disoriented for a few seconds, and then wondered how long I
had been sleeping. In the quietness of the moment, the clock
struck seven as I looked out and saw the tip of the sun
vanishing quickly into the horizon. Shafts of its fleeing rays
illumined the vicinity where the diary has fallen. I bent down,
picked the diary up and felt compelled to read it where the
pages had fallen opened. The entry read: "I had the oddest
dream last night. I dreamt that I met Barb at the end of the
fields. It was glorious!"
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Andrea Ulrich

Glistening
The sun feels radiant, yet cold, on my face this
morning. Because the ground crunches beneath my feet like
crushed Saltines, I know that it has snowed. I like to gather the
soft, wet snow in my hand and pinch it together until it becomes
hard and smooth in my fist. My brother, Andrew, tells me that
snow glistens beautifully. At times, I used to wish that I could
see "glistening beautifully."
Andrew is my twin brother. We were born twenty-five
years ago today. It was because of Andrew that I never got to
see the world. Somehow Andrew received more nutrients when
we were in the womb, so my corneas never developed properly,
and I was born blind.
I used to hate Andrew because God allowed him to see,
but not me. The neighbor kids would play tag with us and I
would always end up being "It" because it took me so much
longer to feel their presence than it took them to see me. I
would run and run until I got tired of running, and then I would
quit. Even as I blew the candles out on my cake today, I could
hear them shouting in my memory, "Look out Blind Boy, Blind
Boy, Blind Boy." But those thought were blown away with the
flames.
My neighbors weren't always cruel. I loved to build
snowmen with them because I could create a snowman that was
even more real than Frosty himself. I would start with a tiny
ball of snow that I squeezed in my hand and roll it along the
ground carefully, patting out the bumps with my mittens, until
Voila — the Super Frosty.
My dad used to tell me, "Look at the world."
Frustrated, I would reply, "I can't look at the world,
Dad."
"No, I mean look at the world, Alex," he would say.
Finally, two days after I turned 16,1 understood. I was
keenly aware of the texture of the tweed living room chair. I
could feel the smooth, shiny mahogany of the dining room
table. I knew the roughness of the oak tree. I knew the bone
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structure of every member of my family. I could distinguish
between a sigh of weariness and a sigh of despair. Every bird
had a different and distinct musical quality to its chirp. God
made everything distinguishable.
Every year I would wait in eager anticipation for the
first snowfall. I began to sculpt my family's faces into the
snowmen. I would race into the house, slap my icy hands on
some lucky family member's face, and run back outside to
model their facial structure in the snow.
One day my dad walked out of the house and he said
in a slow, awe-filled voice, "Alex, you are finally learning to
see the world."
And I said, "Yes, I now know that God has made
everything distinguishable. Now I can sculpt each of you as
you are."
One wintry morning, the art professor from our town's
community college decided to walk down our blofck, instead of
taking his regular short-cut to campus.
I was busily engaged in trying to create my selfportrait in the snow, when I heard his shoes halt in front of our
house. I stopped shaping the snow to listen more carefully.
I heard his gentle voice say, "Did you create this?"
Then, I turned to him and murmured, "Yes."
I don't think he realized that I was blind until that
moment, because as he came closer to me, I felt his body
shaking and I heard him quietly sob. Then he touched my face
and said, "This snow sculpture is your exact image, and yet you
cannot even see."
The next week Professor Hummel invited me to take
sculpting lessons from him. At first, he tried to teach me some
fundamentals in drawing. He had me draw my hand by tracing
its shape, which turned out reasonably well for a first attempt.
But when I tried to draw eyes and boxes, I couldn't imagine
their surfaces on paper. All I could understand was how each
object felt.
So Professor Hummel helped me to create sculptures
once again. I recreated my family in stone. I sculpted my dog,
Herb, in stone. I was chiseling everything I could think of in
stone. One day, Professor Hummel brought me a slab of
marble, and he started calling me Michelangelo.
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Today wasn't simply beautiful because it snowed this
morning or because today is my 25th birthday. This morning I
had my first sculpture placed in the Metropolitan Museum of
Art.
As I stood in front of my sculpture with Dad, I put my
hand on his damp, tear-covered cheek. He said, "God has made
everything distinguishable — even you."
I think I finally understand what glistening looks like.
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Laura Fortner

Untitled

118

Laura Walinske

Forgotten Joy
"You want to die. That's a harsh statement." The
doctor stared at the elderly man. Sitting across the table was
Warren Peters, a seventy-year-old retired principal who
appeared exhausted.
"Alzheimer's is a harsh disease," Warren replied. "I'd
rather die than lose my past. There are mornings when I wake
up and can't remember the simplest details. My life is fading
away."
The doctor sat contemplatively, tumbling with the
notebook in his hands. Although he had been meeting with
Warren for the past month, analyzing his condition and need
for assistance, he was having a difficult time making his
prognosis. Alter an agonizing silence, the doctor pronounced
his final decision.
"You seem to be confident in your choice. I'll help
you." He uttered his closing remarks with a sigh, "I'll be back
tomorrow morning with the machine."
Warren ushered the doctor to the front door. He
locked the doorknob, the dead-bolt, and the chain.
His two bedroom house on the north side of Detroit
had deteriorated in value through the decades. The floors were
slanting, the walls were leaning in, and, during a heavy rain,
the basement held about six inches of water. Its worth in
money, however, could not compare to its worth in
contentment. Fifty years of memories had been rooted in that
house. Daughters had cried heart-broken on their daddy's
shoulder. A family had survived every crisis together.
Memories were all that remained for Warren. His past was
crumbling, leaving him little to hold on to.
The man referred to as Dr. Death was his only
salvation. Months of deliberation had prepared him to make
this decision.
Warren reflected upon his previous
conversations with the doctor. One statement stood out in his
mind:
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"I have nothing to look forward to and nothing to
remember."
Warren had not been entirely truthful with the doctor.
He had exaggerated his condition in fear of rejection. The
doctor chose his patients carefully. He was not going to grant
death to every lonely old man who gave him a call. Warren
held onto his past, but that was not enough motivation to
continue living.
His wife died of lung cancer seven years ago. The
sophisticated habit of smoking that Abby had picked up in the
Forties evolved through the decades into a deadly addiction.
His strength and motivation for living were stripped from him
when she died.
Upon high school graduation, his two daughters
traded in their urban existence for a more tranquil one. It
wasn't because Warren and Abigail were horrible parents; the
girls were just following their father's advice to strive for the
best, which implied leaving the city.
"Daddy, what's this a picture of?"
"Your mom and I are on our honeymoon in the
mountains."
"You climbed that mountain all yourself? What's a
honeymoon?" At five years, old Renee had a question for
everything.
Julie gave her sister a slap against the back of the
head. "Sometimes you're so dumb. A honeymoon is where a
mom and a dad go to get their kids. I heard two ladies talkrng
at church." At ten years old, Julie thought she had an answer
for everything. "They kept talking about how you just lie in bed
for the whole day. Sounds pretty boring to me."
"It's actually a pretty good time, Julie." Sex education
was a task Warren was willing to leave to his wife. He decided
to redirect the subject. "A mountain's the most beautiful sight
in the world. No traffic, no unemployment, no slums, no
pollution — life couldn't be any more peaceful."
"I want to see it," said Julie.
"Me too, Daddy," replied Renee.
"Some day girls. Some day."
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Though he suffered with each faded memory, Warren
regretted this remembered scene from his past. He had lost his
girls to these mountains. Warren never had the money to take
his daughters there. After working an endless number of
summer jobs, Renee and Julie were finally able to make the trip
to the mountains themselves. They instantly fell in love with
them. They became established there and were too content to
return to the city.
Sometimes the memories were as clear as if they
happened the day before. On other days, he couldn't recall the
color of his wife's eyes. Six months ago, Warren was diagnosed
with Alzheimer's disease. Recently, the symptoms had become
more evident.
Sitting on his plaid recliner, Warren contemplated
how to spend his last night of existence. Watching a John
Wayne movie on T.V. wasn't appropriate, neither was calling
up his daughters to bestow upon them his final words of
wisdom. He needed an alternative.
Warren picked up the newspaper and scanned his
options.
"Obituaries," he thought, "Too early for that. Comics
— too light-hearted. Sports — too trivial. Science — perfect."
Warren had a rare love for science. Teaching Physics,
Chemistry, and Biology for 35 years in the Detroit Public
School System required an individual to be either a hero, a
saint, or a fool. The article Warren held offered him little hope.
"A New Jersey Pharmaceutical firm applied for
Government permission to market Cognex, a drug that could
conceivably add one or more productive years to the lives of
Alzheimer's patients."
Warren stared blankly at the article. "One or more
productive years." He seldom left the house due to his failing
sense of direction, he feared conversation because of his
difficulty in choosing words, and he was frustrated with his
fragmented memories. Why prolong this existence?
Extending his suffering was not an option. He noticed
the spiral notebook that lay buried under a pile of T.V. guides
and crossword puzzles. Writing in his journal was a habit he
had picked up from Abby.
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It was August of 1939 — two weeks before the
marriage of Abigail Leeds and Warren Peters. Their new house
on Moross Road had been painted, carpeting had been
installed, and the furniture had arrived yesterday. It was
starting to look like home. Their goal for the day was to pack
up some of the unnecessary things in Abigail's room. Only the
essentials would remain unpacked until after the wedding.
Their first assignment was to pack up Abigail's closet.
While Abigail stood on a stool, packaging the vital objects on
the top shelf — yearbooks, trophies, teddy bears — Warren
began packing up the items scattered over the floor. At the
bottom of a pile, he discovered a stack of notebooks.
"What do you wanna' do with these?" Warren began
reading through the notebooks. "Was there really a need to
write down everything you did in high school?" Warren read
aloud in a mocking tone, "Today Adam and I began going
steady. He carried my books the whole way home from
school!"
"Don't make fun of me," Abby stated. "My journals
are something I take really seriously. I've written about
everything from my first kiss in tenth grade to when you
proposed to me last Christmas."
Warren never grew tired of thinking about his wife.
This memory was so clear, among others so confused. Could
her journals serve as reminders of his forgotten memories of
Abigail?
After the death of Abigail, Warren's journal was the
one place he could go to share his deepest fears and sorrows.
He turned to the middle. The date was marked June 18, 1990:
"Warren, you have Alzheimer's disease." This
statement refuses to escape my mind. Tests recorded during a
routine physical led the doctors to detect Alzheimer's. (Abby,
you were right about doctors. They must be taught in medical
school how to detect cancer from the common cold.) They told
me that this disease debilitates the functions of the mind —
memory, judgment, personality — and that no treatments or
cures have yet been discovered.
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"I'm sorry, Sir," was the doctor's closing comments.
He is sorry. Did he accidentally give me the disease? I would
rather hear that he is working on a solution, not listen to him
heartlessly utter condolences.
Abby, how can I survive this without you?
The path of his disease was recorded in these journal
entries. Warren spent the remainder of the night reliving the
past six years. Frustrated at his debilitation, yet grateful to
possess pieces of his past, he closed the journal. Warren had
little energy left. Lying on the couch, with the journal on his
chest, he fell asleep.
At 7:00 a.m, the doorbell rang. After Warren's
confusion of his surroundings had subsided, he opened the
door. He unlocked the doorknob, and the deadbolt, while still
peering through the chained door. Standing before him was a
short man with thinning brown hair and a suitcase in each
hand. Warren suddenly realized the purpose of this man's visit.
He unlocked the chain and opened the door.
"Good morning, Warren." The doctor stared into his
patient's eyes, searching for any possible changes from
yesterday's decision.
"Come on in," Warren anxiously replied. "I want to
get this over with." Warren continually glanced at the journals
that lay on the table. This was no time to be having second
thoughts.
"Have you changed your mind, Warren? There must
not be any doubts."
"I haven't changed my mind," stated Warren
nervously.
"Go ahead and lie down on the couch," said the doctor
reassuringly. "It won't be long now."
The doctor slid the coffee table next to the couch,
clearing off the items piled on top of it. He began to assemble
his machine while beads of sweat formed on his brow. A metal
stand held three tubes containing the progression of death —
saline solution, pain killer, potassium chloride. The doctor
checked and rechecked his machine while Warren lay on the
couch with his eyes closed.
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His mind was suddenly flooded with images — piles
upon piles of journals which described his daughters growing
up, his time spent with Abigail, his loneliness after her death.
Warren wanted to leap from the couch and read them one final
time.
He was unable to move, however. The doctor hooked
Warren up to the heart monitor and slid the intravenous needle
into his right arm. Warren closed his eyes tightly in fearful
anticipation; observing the liquids that flowed into his veins.
He should have felt confident — he had wished for death since
his diagnosis. Suddenly, however, Warren was not so sine.
The second tube was almost empty. His baby girl's
smile, the marriage of his daughter, the touch of his wife —
The potassium chloride began coursing through
Warren's veins. A despondent tone was released from the heart
monitor. The doctor placed a telephone call to the police and
left the house, leaving Warren completely alone for the first
time.
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